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Mr.  3frei>ertck  W.  Sie& 

we,  tlje  class  of 

1010 

ftebicate  tl|iB  Bial 

in  appreciation  of  Ijis 

ontiring  efforts,  sincere  sgmpatljjj 

anb  personal  interest 

toward  all  onr 

actiuities 


MR.  HENRY  W.  WHITTEMORE 
1898—1917 

To  Mr.  Whitiemore  Framingham  owes  more  than  to  anyone  else, 
the  high  place  which  she  holds  today  among  Normal  Schools.  We 
love  to  remember  him  as  a  counselor  and  friend  to  all. 
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DR.  JAMES  A.  CHALMERS 

Whose  every  thought  is  for  the  interest  of  the   School   and 

"his   airls." 


Foreword 


/^LASS  and  faculty  members  or  the  com- 
mittee, alike,  have  worked  hard,  and  we 
present  to  you  —  the  class  of  1 9 1 9  —  The  Dial. 
If  it  helps  to  while  away,  or  cheer  gloomy 
hours,  to  recall  the  old  familiar  scenes  and 
faces,  or  to  help  us,  as  graduates  of  the  dear 
old  Normal  Scl.^ol  at  Framingham  to  live 
more  nearly  to  the  ideals  for  .which  our  Alma 
Mater  stands,  our  work  will  not  RaVp  been  in 
vain,  and  our  labor  will  have  been  well  repa!C 


Editorial  Staff 

Editor-in-Chief  Dorothy  L.  Miner 

Assistant  Editor  Dorothy  V.  Gibson 

Business  Manager  Margaret  Prendergast 


Reg.  Assistant  Business  Manager 

H.  A.  Assistant  Business  Manager 

Faculty  Editor 

H.  A.  Historian 

Regular  Historian 

H.  A.  Statistician 

Rcgu'ar  Statistician 

Club  Editor 

Art  Editor 

Art  Editor 

Grind  Editor 

Grind  Editor 

Athletic  Editor 


Ruth   Stewart 

Ruth  Gould 

Dorothy  W.  Murdock 

Mary  Papineau 

Elizabeth  Goodwin 

Louise  Wald'n 

Dorothy  B.  Howe 

Ellen  Walls 

Phyllis  A.  Winkler 

Margaret  Sampson 

Margaret  Shea 

Myrtis  E.  Beecher 

Dorothy  Carter 


CLASS  BABY 


MURAT  AURAL  KENNETT,  Jr. 

Born  January  10.  1919 

Weight  7%  lbs. 

Son  of  Mrs.  Murat  Aural  Kennett 

(Annah  Frances  Thompson) 


Our  Alma  Mater 


Framingham,  'tis  thee  we  honor 

And  to  thee  our  anthems  raise, 

Till  thy  stately  walls  re-echo 

All  our  heartfelt  notes  of  praise. 

Long  our  love  shall  steadfast  be, 

Falt'ring  never  as  we  tread  the  pathway  upward, 

With  thy  hand  to  lead  the  way. 

Thy  command  we  carry  with  us, 
To  the  truth  we  all  must  live, 
And  we'll  ne'er  forget  thy  precepts 
Nor  the  impulse  thou  dost  give. 
Friends  we've  made  within  they  gates- 
Faithful,  loyal,  true  and  earnest — and  for  these, 
Thanks  and  gratitude  receive. 

If  success  should  crown  our  striving, 

And  our  road  be  bathed  in  light, 

Or  if  we  should  tread  a  pathway 

Where  dull  failures  blur  our  sight; 

Thou  wilt  be  our  guiding  star, 

Shining  brightly  with  a  blessing  on  our  lives. 

Alma  Mater, — Framingham. 

Words  by  Marjorie  J.  Tansey. 
Music:  "In  the  Shadow  of  the  Elms" 


FACULTY 


FACULTY 


JAMES    CHALMERS,    Principal. 

Undergraduate  work :  Eureka  College,  Univer- 
sity of  Michigan;  Graduate  work;  Two  years 
a  Special  Research  Fellow  of  the  University  of  St. 
Andrews,  Scotland.  Degrees:  A.B.,  Ph.D.,  D.D., 
LL.D. 

Michigan  schools;  Head  of  Education  Depart- 
men  in  Eureka  College;  Head  of  English  Depart- 
ment, Ohio  State  Universty;  Principal  of  Wis- 
consin State  Normal  School ;  President  of  South 
Dakota  State  College;  Superintendent  of  Fitch- 
hurg  Schools. 

Author  of  School  and  College  Text  Books. 


MARY    H.    STEVENS 
French,   English. 


LOUISA    A.    NICHOLASS 
Head    of   Department   of   Household   Arts. 


FREDERICK   W.   HOWE 
Chemistry,    Dietetics,    Household    Sanitation. 

B.    S.   New   Hampshirie    State    College. 

Chemistry  Assistant,  Government  Experiment- 
al Station,  New  Hampshire. 

Chemistry,  I).  Whiting  &   Sons,  Boston. 

Assistant  in  Chemistry,  Massachusetts  Insti- 
tute of  Technology;  Director  of  Food  Laboratory, 
Floating  Hospital ;  Director  of  Food  Laboratory, 
Infants'  Hospital ;  Director  of  Garland  School  of 
Home   Making. 

Member  of  American  Chemical  Society ; 
Member  of  American  Public  Health  Association; 
Member  of  the  Home  Economics  Association ; 
Member   of   the   Massachusetts   Board   of   Health. 


FREDERIC    W.    ARCHIBALD 
Music. 

Tufts  Summer  School,  Harvard  Summer 
School,  Normal  Music   School. 

Supervisor  of  Music,  Public  School  of  East- 
ern Massachusetts ;  Instructor  in  Music,  Salem 
State  Normal  School ;  Instructor  in  Boston  Uni- 
versity,   Summer    School. 

Baritone    Soloist,    Chorus   and    Choir   Work. 


ANNIE    B.    PENNIMAN 
Household    Arts. 

Wellesley  College;  Framingham  Normal 
School ;    Teacher's    College,    Columbia    University. 

Teacher  of  Cookery,  Public  Schools,  Concord, 
New  Hampshire. 

FREDERICK    W.    RIED 
Pre-vocational    Training    and     Drawing. 

Diploma,    Massachusetts    Normal    Arts    School. 

Supervisor  of  Practical  Arts,  State  College, 
Amherst  Summer  Session;  Arts  Director,  Green- 
lield;  Thayer  Director  of  Manual  Arts,  Lancaster; 
Assistant  Director  of  Manual  Training,  Leomin- 
ster; Substitute  Director  of  Art,  Hyannis  Normal 
School ;  Supervisor  of  Manual  Training,  Normal 
and    Practice    Schools,    Salem. 

Member  of  Copley  Society  of  Boston ;  Member 
of  Boston  Manual  Training  Club ;  Member  of 
Eastern  Arts  Association ;  Member  of  Beach- 
combers, Provincetown,  Massachusetts;  Artists' 
and   Designers'   League   of   New   England. 

Training  Department,  Industrial  Relations 
Division,  U.  S.  Shipping  Board,  1918-1919.  Print- 
ing Instructor  Massachusetts  Normal  Art  School, 
1919.     The  "Ried   Craft  Press,"  Brookline,  Mass. 

CHARLES    E.    DONER 
Penmanship. 

Diploma,  Zanerhm  School  of  Penmanship, 
Columbus,  Ohio;  Doane  Academy,  Dennison  Uni- 
versity,  Granville,   Ohio. 

Heffley  School  of  Commerce,  Brooklyn ; 
Spencerian  Commercial  School,  Cleveland;  Edi- 
torial Staff,  Business  Journal,  New  York;  Super- 
visor of  Penmanship,  Beverly ;  Supervisor  of  Pen- 
manship, State  Normal  Schools  at  Framingham, 
Salem   and   Bridgewater. 

Member  of  National  Commercial  Teachers' 
Federation ;  Member  of  New  England  Penmanship 
Association,   Zanerian   College. 

WILLIAM   H.   D.   MEIER,    A.M.,    Ph.D. 
Biology,    Bacteriology,    and     Practical    Science. 

Diploma,     Illinois     State     Normal     University ; 

Collaborator  of  the  Bureau  of  Education, 
Washington,   D.   C. 

Principal  of  High  Schools,  five  years;  Super- 
intendent   of    City    Schools,    thirteen    years. 

Member   of   Framingham    School    Committee. 
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ELIZABETH    C.   SEWALL 
English,  Hygiene. 

LINWOOD    L.    WORKMAN 

Physics,    Physiology    and    General    Science. 

A.B.,    Colby    College. 

Instructor  in  Sciences,  Colby  Academy,  Wake- 
field High  School,  Watertown  High  School ;  Prin- 
cipal of  Higgins  Classical  Institute;  Principal 
of  Southboro  High  School ;  Lecturer  in  Anatomy 
and  Physiology,  Framiiigham  Hospital  Nurses' 
Training   School. 

LOUIE     G.     RAMSDELL 
Geography    and    Educational    Psychology. 
Diploma,    Framingham    State    Normal    School; 
Ph.B.,   University   of   Chicago. 

Member  of  National  Association  of  Geogra- 
phers. 

ZETTA    M.    HARRIS* 

Chemistry 

Diploma,    Framingham    State    Normal    School ; 
Teachers'    College,    Columbia    University. 
*0n   leave   of  absence   in   France. 

MILLICENT    M.    COSS 

Dress-making,     Millinery,      Textiles,     Methods. 

A.B.,  Indiana  State  University ;  B.S.,  Teach- 
ers'  College,    Columbia   University. 

FLORA    M.    GREENOUGH 
History,   History    of   Education,    Civil    Polity. 
B.S.,    Teachers'    College,    Columbia    University. 
Member    of    American    Historical    Association ; 
Member  of  New  England   Teachers'  History   Asso- 
ciation. 

HELEN    P.   SHEPARDSON 
Physical    Education 
Diploma,    Department    of    Hygiene,    Wellesley 
College. 

Richmond,  Virginia,  Y.W.C.A. ;  Rhode  Island 
Normal   School. 

BEATRICE    A.    HUNT 
Household   Arts. 
Diploma,    Framingham    State    Normal    School. 
Miss   Farmer's   School    of   Cookery ;    New   Bed- 
ford Y.W.C.A.;   Winona,  Minnesota   Y.W.C.A. 

MAUDE   B.   GERRITSON 
English:    Language,   Literature. 

Diploma,  Framingham  State  Normal  School; 
B.S.,   Teachers'   College,    Columbia    University. 

LOUISE    KINGMAN 
Reading,    Physical    Education. 
Diploma,   Framingham   Normal    School. 
Student  at  Leliind  Powers   School,  Boston. 


MAY    J.    DUFF 
Drawing. 

A.B.,  Boston  University,  College  of  Liberal 
Arts;  Massachusetts  Normal  Art  School;  School 
of  Museum  of  Fine  Arts,  Boston ;  New  York  Uni- 
versity ;    Harvard    University. 

Teacher  at  State  Normal  Schools  at  Fitch- 
burg  and  Lowell. 

DOROTHY    E.    FRAZEE 
Sewing,    Dress-making. 
Diploma,    Framingham    State    Normal    School. 
Assistant    in    Chemistry    and    Physics    in    High 
School   of  Practical   Arts;   Instructor  in   Household 
Arts,    Biology,    and    General    Science    in    Hardwick 
High   School. 

DEBORAH    M.    RUSSELL 
Chemistry. 

Diploma,    Framingham    State    Normal    School. 

SARA   M.   ARMSTRONG 
Mathematics. 
Head  Dietitian,  Boston  Floating  Hospital,  1918. 
A.B.,    Tufts    College;    A.M.,    Columbia    Univer- 
sity. 

Teacher,   Danbury   Normal    School. 

EMMA    L.    FEENEY 
Chemistry. 
A.B.,   Middlebury   College. 

Head    of    Chemistry    Department,    Middletown 
High   School,   Middletown,   Conn. 

GRACE   BROWN   GARDNER 
Biology,    Bacteriology,    Practical    Science. 
Diploma,    Bridge-water    State    Normal    School; 
A.B.,  Cornell  University;   A.M.,  Brown   University. 
Primary     Schools,    New    Bedford;     Harrington 
Normal  and  Training  School,  New  Bedford;   Head 
of   Department  of   Biology,   B.   M.   C.   Durfee   High 
School,     Fall     River;     Member     of     Massachusetts 
Federation  of  Natural  History  Societies. 

EVA    E.    HEMENWAY 
Secretary    and    Treasurer. 

L.    EVELYN    BOYNTON 
Clerk   and   Stenographer. 

THE  PRACTICE  SCHOOL 

IDA   F   FINLEY,   Principal. 

LENA   GUSHING,   B.S.,   Asst.   to   the  Principal. 
SUSAN    M.    EMERSON,   Eighth   Grade. 
ALICE  E.   JOYCE,   Seventh   Grade. 
MARY  L.  CAUNT,  Seventh  Grade. 
NELLIE   A.   DALE,   Sixth  Grade. 

LUCY   H.  JOHNSON,   Sixth  Grade. 

GRACE   S.   ARMSBY,  Fifth   Grade. 
ALICE  V.   WINSLOW,  Fourth   Grade. 

WINIFRED    ARCHIBALD,    Third    Grade. 
JENNIS    L.    GREY,    First    Grade.     , 
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Impressions 


DR.   CHALMERS: 

"A   flue   sense   of   right, 
And  Truth's  directness,  meeting 
Straight   as   a   line   of   light." 


each   occasion 


MISS    STEVENS: 

"That   true  and   loving   heart — that    gift 
Of   a   mind,   earnest,   clear,   profound, 
Bestowing    with    a    glad    unthrift, 
Its   sunny    light   on   all   around." 

MISS    NICHOLASS: 

"Weary    hearts    by    thee    are    lifted, 
Struggling   souls   by   thee   are  strengthened. 

MR.    HOWE: 

"To  his   duty,  now  and   ever ! 
Dreams   no    more    of    rest    or    stay ; 
Gives   to    Freedom's    great    endeavor 
All   he   is  and  has  to-day." 


MR.    ARCHIBALD: 

"God    sent    his     singers    upon     earth 
With   songs   of   sadness   and   of   mirth, 
That   they   might   touch   the   hearts   of   men, 
And  bring  them  back   to   heaven   again." 


MISS    SEWALL: 

"Not  blind   to  faults   and   follies,   thou 
Hast  never  failed  the  good  to  see, 
Nor    judged    by    one    unseemly    bough 
The    Upward-struggling   tree." 

MR.   WORKMAN: 

"The   very   gentlest  of  all   human   natures 
He   joined  to   courage   strong, 
And  love  outreaching  unto  all  God's  creatures, 
With   sturdy  hate  of  wrong." 

MISS    RAMSDELL: 

"For  the  cause  that  lacks  assistance, 
For  the   wrong   that   needs   resistance, 
For   the   future   in   the   distance 
And   the   good   that   I  can   do." 

MISS    HARRIS: 

"Whene'er  a  noble  deed  is  wrought, 
When'er    is    spoken    a    noble    th.ou.ght, 
Our    hearts,    in    glad    surprise, 
To  higher  levels  rise." 

MISS  COSS: 

"Serene,   and  resolute,   and  still. 
And  calm,  and  self-possessed." 


MISS    PENNIMAN: 

"Strongest    minds    are    often    those 
the   noisy   world   hears   least." 


MISS    GREENOUGH: 

of    whom  "The   reason    firm,   the   temperate    will, 

Endurance,    forsight,     strength,    and     skill. 


MR.   RIED: 

"The   generous   feeling,   pure   and   warm, 
Which   owns   the   rights   of   all   divine — 
The   pitying    heart,   the   helping   arm, 
The  prompt  self-sacrifice — are  thine." 

MR.    DONER: 

"His  heart  is  in  his  work." 


MISS   SHEPARDSON: 

"With  thee  conversing,  I  forget  all   time, 
All    seasons    and    their    change." 

MISS     HUNT: 

"Thine   to   work   as   well   as  pray, 
Clearing    thorny    wrongs    away; 
Plucking  up  the  weeds  of  sin, 
Letting  Heaven's  warm  sunshine   in." 


MR.   MEIER: 

"Give  fools  their  gold,  and  knaves  their  power 
Let   fortune's   bubbles   rise   and   fall ; 
Who   sows   a   field,   or  trains   a   flower, 
Or   plants   a   tree,   is   more   than   all." 


MISS    GERRITSON: 

"Sweet  promptings  unto  kindest   deeds 
Were   in  her   very   look ; 
We   read  her  face,   as   one  who   reads 
A   true   and   holy   book." 
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MISS    KINGMAN: 

"As   pure   and   sweet,   her   fair   brow    scemed- 
Eternal  as  the  sky; 

And    like    the    brook's    low    song    her    voice- 
A   sound    which   cannot   die." 


MISS   ARMSTRONC: 

"No  partial,  selfish  purpose  breaks 
The   simple  beauty   of   your  plan, 
Nor    lie    from    throne    or    altar    shakes 
Youi'   steady   faith   in   man." 


MISS  DUFF: 

"Bright   was   her   face   with   smiles, 

and    words   of    welcome    and    gladness 
Fell    from    her    lips — " 


MISS   FRAZEE: 

"The    simple    tastes,    the    kindly    trains, 
The   tranquil   air  and   gentle   speech." 


MISS   FEENEY: 

"The   joy    of    youth    and    health    her    eyes    dis- 
played, 
And   ease  of   heart  her   every   look   conveyed." 


MISS   GARDNER: 


MISS   RUSSELL: 

"The  heart  of  honour 
The   tongue  of   truth." 


"The    truths    ye    urge    are    borne    abroad 
By    every    wind    and    every    tide ; 
The   voice  of  Nature  and   of   God 
Speaks   out   upon   your   side." 
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ADAMS,    ELSIE 

882   Grumwood  St.,  Melrose  Highlands,  Mass. 

Y.  W.  C.  A. 

"One  smille  can   glorify   a   day, 
One    word   true    hope    impart." 

All  aboard  for  Northboro !  Elsie  is  a  jolly 
good  girl  who  will  always  be  recognized  by  her 
smile  and  a  merry  "Hi  there!"  Her  sweet  win- 
some ways  have  won  her  many  loyal  friends. 
A  pile  of  mail  each  morning  tells  us  that  she 
has  other  friends  besides  those  at  F.  N.  S.  We 
do  not  wonder,  for  those  large  brown  eyes  show 
forth  loads  of  good  humor  and  love.  We  all 
wish  her  great  success  and  happiness  for  the 
future.      Teaching?      Well    perhaps. 


ALBEE,    HAZEL 

321   South   Main   St.,   South   Milford,   Mass. 

Y.    W.    C.    A. 
Fine   Arts. 

Hazel  represents  the  thriving  portion  on  the 
map  called  Hopedale.  She  is  very  fond  of  talk- 
ing and  entertains  us  frequently  with  dashing 
tales  of  "that  fellow  from  up  home."  She  has  a 
surprisingly  vast  knowledge  of  trench  warfare, 
submarines,  and  gas  masks,  and  seems  very  much 
interested  in   the  war. 

Home  holds  many  attractions  for  Hazel.  She 
tried  her  luck  at  living  at  the  dormitory,  but 
found  she  was  not  ecpual  to  it.  She  is  very  fond  : 
of  talking  and  of  reading  books,  this  pastime 
often  running  into  the  wee  small  hours  of  the 
morning. 

We  are  sure  she  will  make  a  successful  teach- 
er and  wish  her  good  lu~';  in  her  new  pro- 
fession. 


ANDERSON,    Z.    ELEANORA  "Shrimp" 

Ashland,    Mass. 
Minstrel     Show 

"Come  and   trip  it  as  you   go, 
On   the   light   fantastic   toe." 

That's  Eleanora  all  over.  Varsovienne,  Os- 
tend,  One  Step,  Fox  Trot,  or  Waltz  have  no  ter- 
rors for  her.  She  dances  as  well  as  she  plays 
and  that's  saying  something,  for  Eleanora  is  a 
whole  jazz  band  herself.  One  of  her  more  serious 
occupations  is  training  choruses  and  choirs.  She 
is  our  class  baby  (between  you  and  me  she  only 
weighs  98  pounds),  but  she's  right  there  with  the 
"pep."  Some  cruel  person  remarked  that  she 
didn't  see  how  sucM  a  little  person  could  make 
so  much  noise,  but  the  fact  remains  that  she  can. 
Those  wonderful  times  that  she  has  in  Boston ! ! ! 
But  I  won't  be  so  mean  as  to  tell  her  heart 
secrets. 
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'Kay,"    "Kareen" 


Play. 
Fine    Arts. 


BAKER,    KATHERINE 

North    Stratford,    N.    H. 

Canning    2. 
Lend-a-Hand    3. 
Y.    W.    C.    A.      1,    2,    3. 
Chairman    Class    Day. 

As  you  pass  by  room  14,  Crocker,  you  glance 
in  and  see  an  old-rose  room — old-rose  did  I  say? 
Well,  yes,  with;  just  a  few  suggestions  of  brown 
and  blue.  Who  is  bending  over  the  desk  writ- 
ing so  ferociously?  It  is  "K"  to  be  sure..  Good 
old  "K,"  whom  we  all  will  remember  flying 
about  from  one  thing  to  another,  just  bubbling 
over  with  enthusiasm  and  fun.  Those  who  know 
"K"  best  will  always  associate  her  with  the 
Soire,  and  the  hours  she  toiled  that  we  might 
have  clH'i-ry  blossoms  and  blue  birds;  and  the 
Middle  Junior  Play !  What  reams  we  might  write 
about  her  untiring  work  behind  the  scenes,  mak- 
ing a  caveland  for  the  actors  who  received  the 
credit.  Now  we  are  awaiting  with  anticipation 
our  Class  Day — which  is  an  assured  success  with 
"K"  at  the  helm. 


BARROWS,    BERTHA 

484    Pleasant    St.,    Brockton,    Mass. 


"Bert' 


Y.   W.  C.  A. 

Lend-a-Hand. 
Mid.    Jr.    Play. 
Fine   Arts   Club. 


Canning-. 
Glee    Club. 


Even  though  "Bert"  has  a  loom  way  off  in 
the  corner  withj  a  banner  over  the  transom  it  is 
easy  to  distinguish  the  light  between  the  cracks 
about  11.30,  when  all  other  little  ones  are  in  bed. 
About  noon  time  when  "Bert"  is  tired,  we  can  hear 
Mil  holler:  "'Bert,'  sleep  nights."  When  it  comes 
to  a  good  time,  "Bert"  is  always  ready — why  she 
would  go  to  Mass.  Aggie  in  a  few  minutes  notice 
as    she   knows    it   means    a    good   time. 


BARROWS,    MARION 

23   East   St.,   Attlcboro,  Mass. 


"Pard' 


Fine    Arts. 

Volley    Ball. 

Y.  W.   C.  A. 

Basket    Ball    Captain. 


Canning. 
Lcnd-a-Hand. 


Does  she  seem  quiet?  Look  again.  You  will 
find  a  strength  of  purpose,  and  an  abundance  of 
fun  just  beneath  th,at  quiet  manner.  Think  of 
the  comradeship  we  missed,  those  of  us  who  did 
not  find  her  out  until  our  last  year.  Once  know- 
ing her  ever  ready  to  be  a  good  pal.  This  girl 
is  athletic.  She  is  a  fine  swimmer,  but  the  mud 
hole  is  rather  narrow  to  demonstrate  long,  full 
strokes,  eh,  Marion !  Her  dignity-cooking  cap 
and  all  cannot  fool  us,  for  have  we  not  seen 
her  "slam"  balls  on  the  tennis  court;  and  yes, 
honest,  turn  a  somersault  over  a  basket  ball 
(Even  the  faculty  can  vouch  for  it.)  She  held 
the  ball  however,  and  our  team  won  the  game. 
Remember  our  captain ! 
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BATTLES,    BEATRICE  "Bee" 

13    Dilla    St.,    Milford,    Mass. 

Some  people  say  that  every  picture  tells  a 
story,  but  this  one  of  "Bee"  doesn't,  in  fact  none 
could.  You  have  to  see  her,  work  with  her,  to 
appreciate  her  broad  radiant  smile,  her  con- 
tagious laugh,  for  "Bee"  is  our  optimist!  She 
always  looks  at  things  through  rose-colored 
glasses.  After  writing  a  line  or  two  in  her  note 
book,  she  says,  "Well,  I  guess  we've  nothing  else 
to  do  for  tomorrow,"  and  goes  off  dancing.  She 
conies  to  school  in  the  morning  fresh  as  a  lark, 
and  makes  brilliant  recitations,  letting  go  a  full 
charge  of  enormous  words !  "Bee"  is  a  good 
scout  and  we  only  hope  she  will  keep  her  prom- 
ise  to   teach   a   year. 


BEECHER,    MYRTIS    E. 

12    Adams    St.,    Pittsfield,    Mass. 

Y.   W.   C.  A. 
Lend-a-Hand. 
Fine    Arts. 
Grind     Editor. 

"Seeds   are   better   than   words   are, 
Actions    mightier    than    boastings!" 

Behold  we  have  Myrtis,  the  smallest  girl  in 
our  class  (going  around).  She  is  also  the  class 
inventor  and  often  keeps  us  laughing  with  vivid 
descriptions  of  her  latest  ideas.  This  tall, 
slender  maiden  is  quiet,  yes — but  not  lacking  in 
fun.  She  always  has  an  answer  ready.  Do  you 
remember  the  night  we  went  carol  singing  and 
Mrs.  H —  said :  "If  only  the  girls  would  let  me 
know  what  night  they  are  coming  to  sing  carols 
I  would  have  a  hot  drink  for  them"?  Myrtis 
replied:    "I   am   sorry,   but   this  is   our   last  year." 


BENSSON,   EDITH  "Benny" 

Attleboro,   Mass. 

Glee    Club. 
Y.   W.   C.  A. 
Fine    Arts. 

Edith  is  one  of  our  shining  stars.  Shb  al- 
ways hands  out  just  what  the  teachers  are  look- 
ing for  while  we  sink  weakly  back  in  our  chairs 
mutttering,  "How  does  she  do  it?"  She  may 
appear  quiet  but  remember  the  old  saying,  "Still 
waters  run  deep,"  in  other  words,  not  a  few  of 
us  have  seen  her  otherwise.  Owing  to  Benny's 
sweet  disposition  and  good  nature  she  is  one  of 
the  popular  girls  of  the  class.  She  has  made 
many    firm    friends   among   us. 
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BETTS,    MATTIE  "Fuzzy" 

25    Scott    St.,    Attleboro,    Mass. 

Y.   W.   C.  A. 
Lend-a-Hand    Club. 
Fine    Arts. 
Canning'. 

"A  maiden  never  bold 

Of  spirit  so  still  and  quiet,  that  her  motions 
Blush   at   herself." 

It  takes  quite  a  bit  of  digging  to  get  ac- 
quainted with  Mattie,  but  those  girls  who 
haven't  dug  have  missed  something.  She  is  a 
sweet  conscientious  little  lady,  whom  everyone 
falls  in  love  with  as  soon  as  she  knows  her. 
Mattie  certainly  has  a  terrible  time  controlling 
the  muscles  of  her  face  whenever  anything 
funny  happens.  And  does  she  blush?  I'll  say 
she  does. 


Framingham,    Mass. 


BORDEN,    ALICE  "Al" 

235    Union    Ave.. 

Y.    W.    C.    A. 
Lend-a-Hand. 
Fine    Arts. 
Volley    Ball. 

"Last  but  not  least."  Alice  did  not  join  us 
until  late  in  September  but  "Better  late  than 
never."  She  is  a  bright  girl  and  it  did  not  take 
her  long  to  catch  up  with  her  class.  "Al"  is  an 
ardent  suffragette  and  stands  up  for  the  rights 
of  women.  Some  day  we  expect  that  she  will 
be  famous  for  her  daring  deeds  and  strong 
bicepe  muscle.  Her  aim  is  pretty  good  too, 
both  physically  and  mentally.  We  all  hope  she 
will  succeed  in  getting  the  little  country  school- 
house  in  the  Berkshires,  but  as  to  the  .fOoO  a 
year.        Never ! ! 


Mandolin     Club. 
Orchestra. 
Glee    Club. 
Y.    W.    C.    A. 


BOURNE,     ELEANOR  "Swain" 

West    Falmouth,    Mass. 

Fine    Arts. 
Volley    Ball. 
Mid.    Jr.    Play. 
Lend-a-Hand. 

If  it's  a  generous  girl  you're  looking  for — 
step  right  this  way.  Or  perhaps  you  need  a  jolly 
companion  to  skip  to  town;  whatever  the  day, 
rain  or  shine.  I  know  a  girl  who's  always 
ready,  helpful  and  kind,  who  drives  dull  care 
away  with  her  cheerful  banter  and  smile.  She 
keeps  her  door  wide  open — and  when  it  comes 
to  feeds  you'll  always  find  that  box  from  home 
and  the  market  on  the  cape.  To  tease  her  is 
quite  easy  but  make  her  mad  you  can't;  she'll 
answer  with  her  wit  and  quickly  win  the  day. 
These  are  just  a  few  of  the  virtues  of  Olives' 
room-inate — "that     Bourne     girl!" 
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I5REED,     ELEANOR  "Giggles" 

13    Ashland    St.,    Arlington    Heights,    Mass. 

Lend-;. -II    r.d. 

Orchestra. 

Canning. 


Y.    W.    C.    A. 

Mandolin     Club. 

Play. 

Fine   Arts   Club. 

"Laughing    words    and    many 


;lcs.' 


Has  anyone  ever  seen  Eleanor  Breed  look 
cross?  No!  but  we  have  all  heard  her  giggle. 
The  members  of  Senior  B  will  never  forget  the 
day  she  was  polishing  the  dining-room  floor, 
with  a  supervisor  near  at  hand.  For  all  her 
giggling  she  managed  to  get  it  done,  and  it 
was  well  done,  too.  Eleanor  is  a  conscientious 
worker  and  a  very  good  cook.  We  hope  that 
this  talent  in  the  culinary  line  will  not  be 
wasted,  but  if  there  is  one  who  will  be  bene- 
fited by   it,  we  have  yet  to  learn   about   him. 


BUCKLEY,    ETTA  "Hetty" 

151     Massachusetts     Ave,,     Arlington,     Mass. 

Orchestra     Leader. 
Play. 
Canning. 
Basket    Ball. 

Etta  will  always  stand  out  in  our  memories 
as  a  good  natured,  happy-go-lucky,  girl.  We 
all  know  that  she  is  often  heard  arguing  with 
people,  but  t'lose  who  really  know  her  are  well 
aware  that  she  usually  argues  just  for  the  fun 
of  it.  Last  summer  at  canning  school  she  fell 
when  she  was  carrying  two  jars  of  peaches  and 
neither  of  the  two  was  broken.  How  did  she 
do  it?  We  wonder.  Etta  has  been  a  mighty 
line  leader  of  the  orchestra  for  two  years.  She 
has  worked  hard  and  the  orchestra  has  become 
a    necessary    addition    to    our    ploy    days. 


BURNS,    ANNIE 

18    Western    Ave.,    Natick,    Mass. 
A'Kempis    Club. 

"Slide-two-three-point, 

Slide-two-three-point"  and  so  on.  at  odd 
moments,  for  Annie  aspires  to  be  a  "gym" 
teacher,  or  at  least  give  private  lessons  in 
aesthetic  dancing.  It  may  be  a  long,  hard 
road  but  we  believe  "she'll  get  there  yet."  In 
the  meantime,  she  is  enjoying  herself  by  study- 
ing hygiene  when  she  doesn't  have  it  the  next 
day  and  not  studying  it  when  she  does ;  also 
planning  to  get  the  car  after  school  that  the 
"good-looking  conductor"  is  on,  and,  we  don't 
doubt,  using  her  dimples  in  a  way  that  only 
Annie  knows.  And  yet  she  nearly  cries  with 
vexation  when  someone  tells  her  they  hear  that 
she's  engaged !  But  then,  Annie  never  takes 
men  seriously,  indeed,  the  only  thing  she  does 
take  seriously  is  "gym,"  as  I  said  before.  In 
other  things  she  can  put  up  as  good  a  "bluff" 
as  anyone,  and  what  others  can't  do,  "get  away" 
with  it.  How  d'you  do  it,  Annie?  But  Annie 
only  dimples.  It  is  a  secret  process.  No 
doubt  the  dimples  help.  I  wish  I  had  dim- 
ples   like    Annie. 
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CAMPBELL,     MERLE  "Camp' 

59    Superior   St.,    East    Lynn,    Mass. 


Fine   Arts   Club. 
Lend-a-Hand. 


Volley     Ball. 
Play. 


"They  ah!"  Who  said  it?  None  less  than 
little  Merle  expressing  her  views  on  the  pros 
or  eons  of  some  weighty  subject  —  anything 
from  the  horribly  long,  tight  skirts,  to  the  cal- 
oric value  of  watercress  and  always  withi  the 
same  determination  whether  it  be  work  or  play. 
If  you  should  wander  by  her  door  during  study 
hour  (not  that  any  of  the  illustrious  Crocker 
girls  would  be  out  of  their  rooms),  you  would 
invariably  catch  a  glimpse  of  Merle  seated  at 
her  desk  .busily  studying — or  writing  letters. 
Have  you  ever  noticed  a  change  in  that  prim 
little  lady  when  Friday  comes?  With  a  spotted 
veil  and  a  picture  hat  any  handsome  youth 
might  well  lose  his  heart.  "Well  probably," 
she  would  say — but  the  girls  all  tell  us  that 
whatever  Merle  does  is  complete  in  itself — and 
that  recommendation  shoud  be  sufficient  in  it- 
self. 


CARTER,     DOROTHY  "Dotty" 

18     Yale     Ave.     Wakefield,     Mass. 

Volley    Ball.  Minstrel      Show. 

Y.    W.    C.    A.  Lend-a-Hand. 

Yale    Cheer     Leader. 
Secretary    of    Glee    Club. 
Treasurer    of    Senior    Class. 

There    is    a    sweet    girl    called    Dotty ; 

She    seldom    is    known    to    be    naughty; 

Her  class-mates  all   love  her 

And   Franklin  adores  her, 

So   Here's   to   our   dear   little    (?)    Dotty. 

Dotty  manages  to  arise  in  the  morning  in 
time  to  rush  down  to  breakfast.  She's  all  right 
as  long  as  you  leave  alone  a  certain  picture  in 
her  room.  But,  if  you  attempt  to  decorate  the 
Lieut,  for  bravery,  why,  then  there  is  war  in 
the  camp.  We  all  know  when  the  foreign  mail 
arrives  as  there  is  always  a  letter  for  Miss 
Dorothy  Carter  marked;  "Officer's  Mail"  (but 
there,  I'll  be  telling  the  whole  story  in  a  min- 
ute   so    I'll    change    the    subject). 

Dot  is  riglst  there  when  it  comes  to  doing 
things.  Just  cast  your  eyes  to  the  list  above. 
Everyone  knows  Dotty  so  she  needs  no  intro- 
duction. 


CHAISSON,    STELLA  "Mam'zelle" 

84    Freeman    Street,    Auburndale,    Mass. 

Five  feet  one.  Plump.  Face  glowing  with 
happiness.  Lips  always  smiling.  Eyes  ever 
twinkling.  Who  is  it?  "Mam'zelle  Chaisson, 
oui."  I  don't  pretend  to  describe  her,  you'll  just 
have  to  see  her  to  realize  why  she's  such  a  favor- 
ite and  a  sure  cure  for  the  blues.  Conscientious, 
too.  Why,  that's  her  all  over,  for  with  Stella 
lessons  always  come  first,  and  believe  me,  her 
apperceptive  mass  is  nothing  to  scorn.  She's 
got  it  stocked  with  all  sorts  of  "ah-deas"  ready 
to  pop  out  any  minute.  She's  always  ahead  of 
the  game;  indeed,  one  day  shje  was  four  months 
ahead !  A  positive,  unexaggerated  fact !  But 
once,  I  grieve  to  say,  Stella  was  behind  time,  a 
whole  week.  You  see  she's  one  of  these  people 
who  never  do  things  by  halves  and  I'm  sure  we 
can  all  say  that  it  is  worth  two  years  of  hard 
work  just  to  become  acquainted  with  "Mam'- 
zelle." 
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CHILSON,   HILDA 

South   Milford, 


"Chilie' 


Mas 


Y.    W.    C.    A, 

Lend-a-Hand. 

Canning. 

Play. 

Baseball. 

Pine    Arts    Club. 

Hilda  likes  company,  which  fact  accounts 
for  her  spending  her  Saturdays  and  Sundays 
in  Framingham.  It  was  real  convenient  to  be 
sent  to  Milford  on  Fridays '  for  Practice  School 
for  then  she  could  go  home  and  get  hack  to 
Framingham  the  same  night.  Hilda  says  there 
are  no  attractions  at  home  and  when  asked  if 
she  had  a  pleasant  vacation,  her  answer  was  al- 
ways— "Yes,  but  I  didn't  do  anything — on  pleas- 
ant days  I  went  for  walks  down  by  the  Charles 
river  all  by  my  lonesome."  Even  so,  Hilda  is 
among  the  lucky  girls,  not  all  of  us  have  aunts 
in  Springfield  to  write  to  us  each  week  and  send 
boxes  of  chocolates. 


CHIRGWIN,    RUTH   ANNE 

Edgartown,    Martha's    Vineyard. 

Glee    Club. 

"Some  think  the  world  is  full  of  fun  and 
frolic,   and   so   do   I." 

Ruth  hails  from  Edgartown  in  quaint  old 
Martha's  Vineyard.  Her  life  is  one  happy  song 
for  she  is  never  afflicted  with  the  blues.  Because 
of  this  she  has  won  the  good-will  of  her  class- 
mates. She  does  not  often  study,  but  when  she 
does,  she  goes  to  it  with  a  will  and  accomplishes 
wonders.  We  really  wonder  what  would  happen 
if  she  studied  all  the  time!  With  a  faculty  for 
doing  things  at  the  last  minute,  she  always  gets 
there  in  the  end.  Bacon's  essay  on  "Love"  has 
interested  her  to  no  small  degree.  She  seriously 
questions  whether  love  really  exists  or  is  merely 
an  infatuation.  Dancing  and  diving  are  her  spe- 
cial hobbies.  We  hold  our  breath  when  she  per- 
forms her  handsprings  or  makes  spectacular 
dives.  In  these  she  is  unrivalled.  Ruth's  am- 
bition is  to  teach  in  Honolulu.  We  anticipate 
a  great  future  for  "Chirg"  with  her  charming 
personality. 


CHURCH,    EVELYN  "Ev."    "Evie" 

West   Hanover. 
Y.    W.    C.    A. 

Evelyn  sat,  swiftly,  serenely,  steadfastly 
sewing,  crocheting,  reading.  And  looked  up  at 
you  sad?  No!  Smiling,  Industriousness  personi- 
fied. Yet  never,  never,  a  grind.  No  need  to  be. 
What  a  wonderful  juggler, — to  drop  so  many 
dishes  one  night  at  dinner,  and  still  that  same 
serene  smile.  Yet,  when  time  begins  to  roll  by, 
and  the  assembly  seats  feel  more  and  more  un- 
luxurious,  then  we  know  where  to  look  for  signs 
of  patience!  And  in  French  class,  too,  our  prize 
pupil.  Evelyn,  who  speaks  from  experience, 
advises  Juniors  not  to  try  to  draft  patterns  while 
coming  down  with  the  measles  at  the  same  time. 
In  the  years  to  come,  when  we  are  standing  be- 
fore our  porcelain  sinks  (and  unlike  Evelvn,  not 
spilling  the  dishpan  on  ourselves),  it  will  cheer 
us  up  to  think  of  Evie  and  of  her  timely  re- 
mark  in   H.   A.,   "do   that  all?" 
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COLBY,    PRISCILLA  "Pete" 

42     Fairmount    St.,    Maiden,    Mass 

Lend-a-Hand     Secretary. 
Secretary    X.    P.    K. 
Fine    Arts    Club. 

"To   know   her   is   to   love   her,   none   more    dear.'' 
W'ho's    the    girl    who's    always    there 
In    work    or    play    or    anywhere? 
For   each  one   of   us   she's   fed, 
Who's    our    star    at    making    bread? 
When    Perkins    and    Kipping    held    sway 
In    the    kitchen    night    and    day. 
And    such    a    busy    lady    too, 
For   nearly    everything    she    can    do, 
And    she    is   always    so    willing    to    work 
That    one    would   never    call    her    a    shirk. 
And   if   you're   tired   or    feeling   blue 
Just    go   to    Pete,    she'll    help    you    thru, 
Who's    a    friend    to    everyone 
Until     from    all    their    hearts    she's    won? 
That's    Pete    Colby. 


CLOE,    MARGARET  "Peg" 

7    Emmett    St„    Marlboro,    Mass. 
A'Kempis. 

Oh  you  who  are  won't  to  occupy  steel  lockers 
down  in  Cat  Alley,  have  you  ever  heard  that 
incessant  and  all  obbessing  noise?  Oh,  no,  it  isn't 
the  rats,  it's  only  Margaret  Cloe !  Don't  be 
alarmed,  she's  not  in  such,'  distress  as  you'd 
think  from  the  sound;  she's  only  wailing,  "Oh 
my  brain,  my  brain,  when  will  it  come?"  Yes, 
that's  her ;  black  hair  done  according  to  the  latest 
style,  "pokes;"  pink  cheeks,  and  deep  snappy 
blue  eyes!  Oh,  yes,  and  roly-poly!  No  wonder 
she's  roly-poly !  If  you  ever  saw  the  lunches  she 
brings!  Ham  sandwiches  by  the  half  dozen,  cake 
by  the  loaf,  cookies  by  the  dozen,  and  fruit  by 
the  ton,  I  guess.  Oh,  yes,  and  chocolates  the 
morning  after  the  night  before.  These  things 
are  Peg's  "outs."  If  you  want  to  know  the  "in" 
just  ask  her  why  father  winds  up  the  clock 
early    (?)    some    nights    to    feel    so    "vin"    dictive. 
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COBB,    IRENE    LUCY 

88     Clark     St.,     Framingham,    Mass. 
"All    that's    good    and    great    and    true." 

Do  you  feel  blue  and  unhappy?  I  recommend 
that  you  pay  Irene  a  visit.  Her  pleasant  smile 
and  good  humor  will  transform  you  into  a  radi- 
ant, joyful  person.  How  we  have  enjoyed  Irene's 
companionship  in  our  classes!  If  you  want  some 
real  fun,  play  "Leap  Frog"  with  her — if  yon 
land  gently  it  will  not  be  her  fault.  We  all 
love  Irene,  and  we  wish  her  the  very  best  suc- 
cess   in    the    years   that    are    to    come. 
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CUSHMAN,   E.   SARAH  "Sally" 

48    Kenwood    Park,    Springfield,    Mass. 

Lend-a-Hand. 

Secretary    of    Y.    W.    C.   A. 

President    of    Junior     Class. 

Volley    Ball. 

Minstrel    Show   '18. 

"Still    waters    run    deep." 

Sarah  is  very  quiet,  but  this  is  a  quality 
that  counts  in  the  long  run,  for  one  never  tires 
of  her,  and  finds  that,  as  time  passes,  a  deep 
true  friendship  is  formed.  If  you  ever  want  a 
secret  kept,  tell  it  to  Sarah.  There  isn't  much 
that  Sarah  can't  do,  and  often  she  has  been  the 
rescuer  of  her  class,  and  of  the  "dressmakers" 
at  the  "dorm."  Don't  buy  an  encyclopedia,  bor- 
row Sarah,  for  we  call  her  our  "information 
bureau,"  and  find  that  she  proves  very  well  as 
such. 


DENNISON.    MARJORIE 

50    Elmira    St.,    Brighton, 


"Mary"    "Jerry' 
Mass. 


Glee    Club    pianist    (3). 
Mandolin     Club     pianist     (2). 
Baseball. 

Mary  can  be  selected  as  the  most  care-free 
girl  in  our  midst.  She  is  the  happiest  away 
from  studies,  alone  with  her  embroidery,  or  a 
book.  If  we  hear,  "that's  Mary  playing,"  we 
need  no  better  summons  for  a  lively  sing  in  the 
living  room,  or  a  real  concert  in  our  hall.  What 
our  musical  affairs  would  have  been  like  with- 
out her  at  the  piano,  we  dare  not  ask.  Her 
musical  ability  takes  high  honors.  It  even  helps 
her  in  class — while  the  rest  of  us  have  to  rack 
our  brains  for  a  memory  selection,  she  finds 
no  difficulty,  as  long  as  the  keyboard  is  at  hand. 


DEVERY,    CHRISTINE  "Chris" 

Canton    St.,    Dedham,    Mass. 

A'Kempis. 
Canning. 
Basket    Ball. 

"With    many    a    social    virtue    graced. 
And    yet    a    friend    of    solitude." 

Chris  is  one  of  the  more  quiet  girls  in  the 
class,  that  is,  until  one  becomes  really  well  ac- 
quainted with  her.  Then  you  find  out  she  is  al- 
ways ready  for  a  good  time  and  that  she  is  a 
mighty  good  sport.  Speaking  of  sports,  it  would 
be  a  pretty  good  guess  what  Chris's  favorite 
sport  is.  How  about  the  time  she  spends  read- 
ing letters  and  the  clippings  they  contain.  Do 
you  suppose  she  answers  as  often?  If  she  did, 
we  rather  think  she  couldn't  get  along  in  classes 
as   well   as   she   does. 
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DUFAULT,   AURORE 

49    Maple    St.,    Spencer,    Mass. 


"Pudgre" 


Lend-a-Hand. 
Fine  Arts   Club 


A'Kempis    Club. 
Middle   Jr.    Play. 


"I    say    just    what    I    think    and    nothing    more    or 
less." 

Pudge  hails  from  Spencer.  Ora  is  another 
one  of  our  dear  members  who  will  always  hold 
a  peg  in  our  rememberance.  Not  everyone 
could  tell  why,  but  there  certainly  is  something 
very  pleasant  about  her,  which  we  won't  forget. 
At  lirst  glance  one  might  think  that  Pudgie  is 
always  quiet  and  studious.  But  not  so.  She  is 
one  of  our  fun  producers  and  keeps  her  neigh- 
bors from  having  those  wrinkled  faces.  Although 
not  a  regular  man-chaser,  she  has  a  few  envi- 
able friends  among  the  opposite  sex.  When  the 
key  to  friendship  with  her  is  turned,  a  good, 
a  quiet  disposition,  unending  loyalty  are  un- 
folded.     We   all    wish    we    knew    Pudgie    better. 


DUNCAN,    FLORENCE 


'Flo' 


Florence  is  known  to  most  of  us  in  this  "pro- 
tected haven"  as  "Flo."  She's  small,  she's  slight, 
but  my  word!  You  ought  to  see  her  jump  in 
"gym"  always  ahead  of  file  count,  she's  so  anx- 
ious to  do  it  on  time.  And  dance!  With  Mary 
Jordan  pounding  out  tunes  on  the  old  lunch 
room  hand  organ,  Florence  can  dance  anything 
with  anyone.  She  can  even  dance  to  the  sound 
of  our  melodious  voices  as  she  proved  down  at 
the   station   while   waitng  for   the   troop   trains. 

And  oh!  that  smile!  She  is  particularly 
taken  to  (its  of  laughter  all  by  her  lonesome  and 
then  again  she  sits  thoughfully  through  a  long 
discourse  and  suddenly  she'll  out  with  "I  don't 
agree." 

What  we  know  of  her  we  like,  but  what  with 
hurrying  around,  full  of  business  and  running 
for  the  2  o'clock  car,  she  doesn't  give  us  a  chance 
to  see  much  of  her. 


DUPLESIS,    FAITH  "Faithy" 

Northboro,   Mass. 
Y.    W.   C.   A. 

Northboro  is — well,  Northboro  is  Northboro; 
a  haven  for  snow-bound  trains  in  winter,  and 
an  apple  orchard  in  summer.  Yet  in  this  cozy 
corner  of  the  old  Bay  State  we  find  two  interest- 
ing characters,  one,  our  Faithy,  and  the  other, 
a  drummer.  Not  a  drummer  that  beats  time, 
you  know,  but  the  other  kind,  one  that  makes  you 
buy  just  what  you  are  certain  you  don't  want, 
but  have  to  because  he's  the  kind  of  a  drummer 
he  is.  When  a  girl  like  Faithy  and  a  drummer 
like  this  drummer  live  in  the  same  small  town, 
you  know  what  to  expect  girls,  dont  you?  Aside 
from  this,  Faithy  is  perfectly  sane,  her  internal 
head-works  being  admirably  suited  for  the  re- 
tention of  history  and  chicken  notes.  Faith  is 
also  witty,  but  perhaps  she  learned  that  from 
the   drummer. 
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EAGEN,    ELISE    J. 

71     Fletcher    St.,    Rosindale,    Mass. 


Fine   Arts   Club. 
A'Kempis    Club. 


Basket    Ball. 
Volley    Ball. 


"Don't  worry  about  what  people  say  of  you. 
Think  what  might  happen  if  they  were  mind 
readers." 

The  one  in  the  class  who  will  do  anything, 
anytime,  anywhere  is  Elsie.  Never  a  worry  no 
matter  how  great  the  task.  She  is  the  best 
sport  ever.  Always  ready  for  an  argument,  es- 
pecially in  mathematics,  in  which  she  is  a  shark. 
Writing  outlines  she  considers  a  waste  of  time 
and  her  most  lengthy  one  is  never  more  than 
five  lines.  She  talks  all  study  hour  and  then 
a  grand  rush  at  nine  o'clock  to  everybody's 
room  calling,  "What's  the  lesson  for  tomorrow?" 
When  the  morrow  conies  she  is  always  ready 
when    called    upon.      How    does    she    do   it? 


FAIRFIELD,    HAZEL  "Hay    Field" 

1063    Belmont    St.,    Waverly,    Mass. 


Fine    Arts    Club. 
Lend-a-Hand   Club. 
Y.    W.    C.    A. 
President  Y.    W.   C.   A. 
X.    P.   K.— Vice    President 
Delegate    to    Silver    Bay 


Minstrel    Show. 
Canning — Yes. 
Play. 


Just  listen  to  those  footsteps  proceeding  down 
the  corridor.  It  is  an  easy  matter  to  tell  whose 
they  are  for  they  can  belong  to  no  other  person 
in  the  world  but  Hazel.  However,  the  heaviness 
of  her  step  is  only  exceeded  by  the  extreme 
lightness  of  her  heart  and  the  brightness  of  her 
smile.  Very  lovable  and  cheery  you  find  her 
at  all  times.  She  has  the  reputation  of  being 
one  of  the  best  natured  girls  on  Normal  Hill 
and  she  certainly  lives  up  to  it.  Never  cross 
or  too  weary  to  help  anyone  at  anytime  and 
gracious   to   each   and   all. 


FERGUSON,    M.    DOROTHEA 

70   Main   St.,   Whitinsville,  Mass. 


"Dot" 


Fine    Arts    Club. 
Y.   W.  C.  A. 


Lend-a-Hand. 
Glee   Club. 


Dottie  had  the  advantage  over  the  rest  of 
us  in  having  a  whole  year's  experience  in  the 
regular  course  before  we  arrived  on  the  scene, 
so  she  knew  the  ropes  and  has  been  leading 
ever  since.  Possibly  that  accounts  for  the  long 
hours  spent  in  divising  ways  and  means  to  elude 
certain  set  tasks — as  charts.  It  has  been  said 
that  this  took  more  time  than  the  actual  doing 
of  the  thing  would  have  taken.  Dot  is  the  jol- 
liest  and  best  ever  and  can't  be  beaten  as  a 
chaser  of  the  blues.  What  would  we  have  done 
without  her  to  brighten  dull  study  hours?  When 
not  overburdened  with  studying  she  reads  poetry 
— has  a  great  fondness  for  it  so  we  have  heard. 
During  Dot's  first  year  trips  to  Worcester  Tech. 
were  frequent,  but  now  her  interest  is  centered 
about  news  of  the  14th  Engineers  and  letters 
from   overseas. 
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FORBES,  MARION 

96    Franklin    St.,    Framingham,    Mass, 

Fine   Arts   Club.  Y.    W.    C.    A. 

Canning:.  Lend-a-Hand. 

Mandolin     Club.  Glee    Club. 

It  gives  me  great  pleasure  to  introduce  our 
House  President  at  Crocker  Hall.  Never  was 
there  such  a  quiet,  modest,  fun-loving  girl.  We 
did  not  realize  that  behind  her  reserved  manner 
lay  a  wealth  of  wit  and  good  humor,  until  she 
came  to  live  with  us  at  Crocker.  A  more  faith- 
ful, loyal,  conscientious  girl  we  have  yet  to  dis- 
cover. Marion  is  far  from  loquacious  concern- 
ing the  men,  however,  this  demure  young  lady 
becomes  transformed  with  joy  when  the  morn- 
ing paper  announces  that  the  transport  Harris- 
burg  is  in  port  and  from  that  time  on  Marion 
may  be  found  near  the  telephone  waiting  for  a 
message  from — her  brother. 

You  may  hear  Marion  stamp  her  foot  once 
in  a  while  and  exclaim  that  she  is  the  most 
misunderstood  person  in  Crocker,  but  she  doesn't 
mean  it.  Never  mind  Marion,  we  love  you  even 
though  we  can't  appreciate  your  taste  for  corn 
meal   muffins   and   lemon   jelly. 


FOSTER,    OLIVE  "Flowers" 

56    Curtis      St.,    West    Somerville,    Mass. 
Glee    Club.  Y.    W.    C.    A. 

Lend-a-Hand.  Canning-. 

Middle    Junior    Play. 
Pres.    Senior    Class. 
President    X.    P.    K. 
Fine    Arts    Club. 
Basket    Ball — Sub.    team. 
What   first    made    us    love    Olive?    The    spunk 
she    showed    in    Chem.    Lab.    bending    glass.      It 
was   there   that   her    quality   of   stick-to-it-ive-ness 
sprouted.     She  grew  more  and  more  popular  and 
lovable  as  time   went  on.     There   is  no   half-way 
about   our    "Flowers" — She's   the   best   that    grows. 
Is    she   jolly?    Ask    her    friends. 
Is    she    good-natured?    Just    watch    her    smile. 
Is  she  fond  of  sitting  up  late?   Ask  the  girls 
in   Room  6. 

Is   she   silly?   Ask   the   cook   shift. 
Is   she   a    good   President?    I'll    say    so. 
Is  she  sociable?  Ask  the  girls  in  the  corridor. 
Is  she  a  good  sport?  Ask  Division  B. 
Is   she   fair?   Ask  those   who  know   her. 
She's   everything   a   girl   can  be. 


GIBSON,  DOROTHY  V.  "Dot" 

12    Newton    Park,    Framingham,    Mass. 

Fine   Arts. 

Orchestra. 

Class  Book. 
If  you  want  a  little  "light"  on  a  subject 
just  ask  "Dot"  to  press  the  button,  and  "presto" 
everything  is  as  light  as  day  for  Dot's  the  bright 
spot  among  us  Regulars.  The  sun's  got  nothing 
on  her  for  brightness.  Needless  to  say  she's  a 
good  scout,  generally  "scouting"  around  obtain- 
ing information  to  fill  her  already  over-wrought 
brain !  Psychology  and  Reading  and — and — and — 
are  her  specialties  generally  pulling  an  A  plus 
in  one  or  all.  As  to  being  a  school-mar'm,  well 
— if  her  youngsters  want  to  know  who's  boss 
they  just  need  to  start  something  and  take  it 
from  me  they'll  find  out  who's  boss  with  a  cap- 
ital  "B." 
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GOOD,   ESTHER   ALICE 


Just   Esther 


Esther  graduated  from  the  Technical  High 
school  at  Fall  River  in  June  1917  and  joined 
our  class  the  following  September  with  high 
spirits  and  a  smile  for  everyone.  She  finds  great 
pleasure  in  answering  the  many  letters  which 
F.  N.  S.  has  taught  her  to  appreciate,  and  in 
trying  to  christianize  us  with  the  word,  "Come." 
But  the  great  aim  of  Esther's  life  is  to  teach 
school  in  Maine,  and  of  course  it  is  easy  to  im- 
agine her  conducting  the  school  glee  club,  for 
the  girls  living  near  her  say  she  is  very  musi- 
cal. Esther  is  always  in  a  hurry,  for  she  has 
a  great  deal  to  do  and  when  some  special  task 
has  been  accomplished,  she  ejaculates :  "Well, 
now!" 


GOODWIN.    ELIZABETH  "Betty' 

604    West    7th    St.,    Plainfield,    N.   J. 

Glee    Club. 

Secretary    of   Y.    W.    C.    A. 

Class    Book. 

Lend-a-Hand. 

Volley   Ball. 

Basket    Ball. 

Here's   to   our   "Betty" 
So    loyal    and    true, 
She  plays  for  the  Harvards 
And   shoots   baskets   well   too. 
She    reads    lots    of   books — 
Five    in    one    week-end ! 
And  the  rest   of  her   time 
In   the    glee   club    she'll    spend. 
When    we    think    of    Betty 
We  also   think   of   "Sue" 
But   are    soon    interrupted   by 
"Don't   you   wish   you   knew." 


GOULD,    RUTH    J.  "Ruthie" 

Pleasant    St.,    East    Walpole,    Mass. 

Y.    W.   C.   A.  Mandolin     Club. 

Orchestra.  Glee     Club. 

Fine    Arts    Club. 

President    of    Lend-a-Hand    Club. 

Ass't    Bus.    Manager    of    Class    Book. 

"Live  for  love,   and  thou   shalt  be 
Loving    others,    true    to    me: 
Love,    I    follow,    follow    thee!" 

Who  has  not  heard  of  Walpole  and  of  our 
representative  from  there — a  girl  that  is  always 
willing  to  lend  a  helping  hand.  The  girls  of 
Lend-a-Hand  will  agree  that  Ruth  was  a  very 
conscientious  and  businesslike  president  for  their 
club.  Now,  just  a  word  about  her  musical  abili- 
ties. She  was  willing  to  help  out  the  pianist 
in  Crocker  Hall  when  the  girls  were  dancing. 
And  as  to  the  mandolin  club — well — Ruth  just 
put    the    pep    into    it. 

Ruth  has  one  ambition  in  life — That  is — 
to  take  a  "B.  S"  course  in  a  few  years.  We  wish 
her   both  success  and  happiness. 
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GUPPY,    EDNA  "Guppy" 

Melrose,   Mass. 

Y.    W.    C.    A. 
Lend-a-Hand. 

"Harig  work!    Care   would  kill   a  cat! 
Therefore,    let's   be   merry." 

Guppy  hails  from  Melrose  and  if  they're  all 
like  her  we  are  thoroughly  convinced  that  it 
must  be  some  place.  She  seems  to  appreciate 
her  week  ends,  no  doubt  owing  to  the  fact  that 
she  has  some  "m-m-mm  wild  times"  which  she 
sometimes  tells  us  less  fortunate  ones  about. 
During  Guppy 's  temporary  exile  in  Marlboro  she 
beguiled  the  weary  hours  spent  on  the  car  by 
making  friends  with  the  conductors  who  cheered 
her  long  and  rough  journeys  with  apples  and 
neccos.  But  seriously,  we  look  to  Guppy  as  our 
star  story-teller  and  toast  maker  and  look  for- 
ward to  a  clever  authoress. 


HAMILTON,    EASTER 
Worcester,    Mass. 

Trade   School. 
Lend-a-Hand. 

"Bright  was  her  face  with  smiles,  and  words 
of   welcome   and    gladness." 

Although  Easter  did  not  join  our  class  until 
last  fall,  she  soon  became  one  of  the  best  known 
and  best  liked  of  our  members.  She  is  a  good 
all  round  sport  and  we  were  all  glad  to  wel- 
come her  into  our  class  to  graduate  with  us. 
When  A  Division  came  into  House  Practice  it  was 
Easter  to  whom  we  all  went  for  advice.  From 
morn  'till  night  one  may  see  her  hurrying  down 
the  corridors,  bug  in  hand,  with  smiling  face  and 
a  pleasant   "hello"   for   each   one   of  us. 


HERTHEL,    MARGARET  "Peg" 

59    Wenham    Street,    Forest    Hills,    Mass. 

Y.  W.  C.  A. 

Play. 

Dear  old  Peg!  That  jojly,  fun-loving  girl! 
She  is  the  kind  who  works  while  she  works  and 
plays  while  she  plays.  She  always  knows  her 
lessons,  but  none  could  call  her  a  grind.  How 
often  we  have  wished  that  we  had  some  of  her 
brains.  Then  we  might  be  installed  on  the  edi- 
torial staff.  Yes,  Peg  is  certainly  right  there 
with  the  Chemistry.  You  just  ought  to  hear  her 
answer  those  weird  protein  questions  that  the 
Middle  Juniors  ask.  But  what  jolly  good  times 
we  do  have  with  Peggy.  Such  a  good  natured 
girl  as  she  is  too — always  smiling  no  matter  what 
happens.  She  is  surely  an  all-round  sort  of  a 
girl  whom  it  is  a  pleasure  to  know. 
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HOLMES,    MARGUERITE    MELROSE 
Waltham,    Mass. 

"Greetings !  Marguerite !  Where  did'st  thou 
hail  from?  Missed  you  yesterday.  Tell  us  all 
about  it,"  so  Marguerite  launches  forth  in  a 
deep,  dark  tale  of  a  the  night  before,  the  fellow 
she  went  with ;  the  dress  she  wore  and  the  won- 
derful feed  she  had,  how  she's  going  canoeing 
tomorrow  night,  the  next  night  to  a  dance,  the 
next  to  the  theatre  and  so  on,  etc.,  ad  infinitum. 
Marguerite  surely  does  manage  to  have  a  "peach" 
of  a  time  and  studies  in  between.  But  then  Mar- 
guerite doesn't  believe  in  worrying  and  with  a 
mixture  of  bluff,  brains,  and  pluck  she  squeezes 
along  somehow.  Good  luck  Marguerite.  Here's 
hoping  you  have  a  "peach"  of  a  time  all  through 
life   with   "him,"  whoever  he  is! 


HOWE,  DOROTHY  BLANCHE 

77    Greenleaf    Street,    Maiden,    Mass. 


"Dee" 


Glee    Club. 
Y.   W.   C.   A. 

Lend-a-Hand. 
Minstrel    Show,    1918. 


Volley    Ball   '18. 
Class   Book. 
Fine   Arts    Club 


Allow   me   to   present   Miss   Howe, 

Alias   "Dee," 
She's   always   just   as    good   as    she 

Can   be : 
Her    aim    in    life    is    just    to    live 

In   a   cave, 
With    three    square    meals    a    day — 

And    Dave. 

Dee  is  one  of  those  here  all-around  girls.  She's 
what  you  might  call  good-looking,  for  she  looks 
nifty  in  middies,  just  right  in  ordinary  "civil- 
ian" clothes,  and  stunning  in  an  evening  gown. 
She  can  do  her  hair  in  the  latest  style,  sing 
alto  to  anything,  play  volley  ball,  bluff  the 
teachers,  impart  knowledge  to  second  and  third 
graders,  and  draw  candlesticks  with  candles  in 
them  so  realistically  that  one  instinctively  wants 
to  light  the  candles.  She's  always  good-natured 
and  she  just  adores  Dave.  What's  the  matter 
with    Dee?      She's   all   right! 


* 
HOWE,    EDNA    L  "Stub."   "Spud" 

66    Winsor    Street,    Worcester,    Mass. 


Y.    W. 
Play 


C.    A. 


Canning     School. 


"All  happiness  bechance  to  thee!" 

We  all  know  Edna,  that  happy  little  girl, 
who  is  so  sweet  she  has  to  sell  candy  to  keep  up 
her  reputation,  and  we  all  know  Edna  is  right 
there  when  it  comes  to  selling  peppermints. 
Though  conscientious  in  her  work  we  soon  found 
out  that  she  was  very  fond  of  giving  people  cold 
showers  and  especially  of  meeting  Miss  Dawson  in 
the  corridor  at  10:15  P.  M.  We  often  won- 
der why  Edna  needs  to  go  home  every  week- 
end? Belonging  to  the  Howe  family  we  can  un- 
derstand why  Edna  is  so  "strong  on  dietetics." 
With  such  a  good  name  Edna  is  sure  to  make 
a  good  dietitian.  Here's  wishing  her  success. 
Since  Edna  has  made  such  a  fine  friend  and  pal, 
we  know  she  will  make  an  excellent  one  for 
someone   eb>e. 
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KELLEY,    KATHERINE  "K" 

37    Franklin    Street,    Watertown,    Mass. 
A'Kempis    Club. 

Just   a    girl    like    other    girls 

And    yet    unlike    is    she. 
Her   eyes   are   blue   and   dance   with   fun, 

She's   optomistic,   see? 

Her    laugh    is    irresistible, 

And    one    would    at    a    glance, 

See    that    her    dimples    speak    of    love, 
For   someone — far   in   France. 

A    teacher?      Yes,    a   little    while, 
But,    girls,   just    wait    and    see, 

That   just   as   soon   as   he   comes   home 
She'll    Tommy's    teacher    be. 


KEMPTON,    ARDELLE  "Dell" 

30    Magnolia    Avenue,    Haverhill,    Mass. 

Lend-a-Hand.  Play 

Y.    W.    C.    A.  Canning. 

Glee    Club.  Baseball. 

Fine    Arts    Club. 

Treasurer    and    Secretary    Middle    Jr.    Class. 

Here  comes  "Viv,"  but  who's  that  with  her? 
A  plump,  little  girl,  with  fair  hair.  Under  one 
arm  she  carries  a  long,  black,  stiff-looking  ob- 
ject. What  can  it  be?  Why  of  course — a  vio- 
lin! She  must  play  in  the  orchestra.  Still  I 
can't  make  out  who  she  is.  But  she  carries 
something  under  her  other  arm.  Yes  it's  a  sew- 
ing basket.  Now  that  we're  gathered  in  Crocker 
Hall  living-room,  she  has  picked  out  a  deep 
easy  chair  and  lo!  and  behold!  she  has  drawn 
from  her  basket  a  bit  of  embroidery-  With  a 
giggle,  she  settles  down  to  work.  That  giggle 
gives  her  away.  It's  our  little  "Delly"  Kempton 
of  second  floor  back. 


KING,    AGNES    CECILIA  "Sweetness" 

1    Highland    Street,    Marlboro,    Mass. 
A'Kempis   Club. 

"Who  is  the  class  grind?"  Well  if  you  value 
your  life  don't  answer  that  question  with  the 
name  Agnes  King.  Our  friend  Agnes,  for  some 
unknown  (?)  reason  has  a  great  aversion  to 
those  two  words.  If  anyone  intimates  in  her 
presence  that  Agiies  should  make  a  claim  to 
that  euphonious  title,  there  is  a  great  deal  of 
pushing  and  running  for  a  few  minutes.  In  jus- 
tice to  her  let  it  be  said  that  she  is  not  my  idea 
of  a  grind  and  should  not  be  known  as  such. 
All  the  commuters  have  found  her  to  be  the 
most  obliging  of  girls  as  far  as  helping  us  with 
our  lessons  was  concerned.  When  she  first  came 
to  us  in  September,  1917,  she  was  sedate  and 
sober,  but  a  certain  young  lady  has  had  a  bad 
effect  on  her  and  now  Agnes  has  a  strong  ten- 
dency  towards  frivolity. 
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LEBBOSSIERE,    HELEN  "Just    H-e-1-e-n" 

15    Hollis    Street,    Milford,   Mass. 

About  three  years  ago  a  new  Ford  was  in- 
vented, not  a  Henry,  but  just  plain  Milford.  It 
was  from  this  town  that  Helen  came,  and  made 
her  debut  in  F.  N.  S.  in  the  fall  of  '16,  so  as  to 
acquire  a  better  knowledge  of  how  to  become 
clear,  concise,  accurate,  complete,  and  logical. 
Helen  is  some  singer.  If  you  don't  believe  it, 
just  come  down  the  corridor  on  second  floor  in 
Crocker  and  you  will  hear  her  melodious  voice 
rising  above  the  noise  of  the  rest  of  the  girls,  and 
even  after  10  o'clock,  when  all  "gentlewomen" 
should  be  asleep.  All  seriousness  aside,  Helen 
is  a  real  "shark"  for  while  all  of  us  are  studying 
most  of  the  time,  she  devotes  only  the  night  be- 
fore "exams"  on  Freddy's  lectures,  and  then 
wears  a  solemn  expression  the  next  day  because 
she  only  gets  "A." 


LELAND,  LOUISE  "Weezie" 

Grafton,    Mass. 

A  shout  from  the  hall  "Oh,  Weezie!"  which 
by  the  way  is  her  nickname.  Silence!  Then 
"Well,  I  should  say  so!"  and  we  immediately 
know  Louise  is  near.  Who  said  eats  and  mid- 
night spreads?  It  must  have  been  Louise  for  that 
is  her  favorite  pastime.  And  does  she  grow 
stout.  Well,  I'll  leave  it  to  you.  "Weezie's" 
own  particular  crowd  happens  to  be  composed  of 
worthy  M-Jr's  so  I  dare  say  F.  N.  S.  will  have 
her  as  a  regular  visitor  in  Crocker  Hall  next 
year. 


**■     v 

- 

- 

n 

1 

LEONARD,    DOROTHY  "Dot" 

Twin    Oaks,    Raynham    Centre. 

Y.  W.   C.  A. 
Fine    Arts    Club. 
Play 
Canning. 

This  is  Dot — and  her  smile.  She  always 
brings  one  with  her,  and  leaves  one  behind  her 
when  she  goes,  helping  us  all  to  "keep  our 
smiles  pinned  on."  Dot  is  good  to  work  with, 
faithful,  conscientious  and  willing — and  when 
it  comes  to  cooking,  we  all  give  her  credit,  es- 
pecially for  brown  bread.  But  just  watch  that 
twinkle  in  her  eye,  and  see  if  you  can  tell  what 
she    is    thinking    about. 
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LEONARD,   GLADYS   ADELAIDE   "Gaby."    "Delea" 
39    Union    Street,    Taunton    Mass. 


Lend-a-Hand. 
Y.   W.   C.   A. 


Glee   Club   Treasurer. 
Middle    Junior    Play. 


We  call  her   Gabbage  de  Can 
For   what   we   can't   eat,   she   can 
Whether   peasoup,   or   hash 
It's   gone   in  a  flash; 
Indigestion's  the  result  of  the  jam. 

No  doubt  she  could  make  up  a  better  rhyme 
than  this,  herself,  as  that  is  one  of  her  greatest 
accomplishments.  And  when  she  makes  that 
chocolate  cake  we'll  admit  that  we  have  to  hand 
it  to  her.  And  then,  who  can  forget  the  wild 
communications  flying  between  here  and  Camp 
Devens  while  Gaby  successfully  roped  in  about 
twelve  men  for  our  Middle  Junior  Man  Dance. 
No  one  but  Gaby  could  have  carried  through 
such  a  project  without  having  a  slip  anywhere 
along  the  line.  Taking  it  all  in  all  she  is  a  great 
scout,  good  company,  and  a  girl  that  any  of  us 
would  like  for  a  friend. 


LETTENEY,    MAY 

Dedham,    Mass. 
Volley   Ball. 

May  very  rarely  honored  us  by  her  presence 
at  school.  When  she  did  appear  it  was  usually 
just  in  time  for  lunch.  This  did  not  prevent 
her  from  dumfounding  us  in  class  by  getting  up 
and  making  a  brilliant  recitation  while  the  rest 
of  us  were  looking  blank.  This  was  especially 
true  in  History.  How  May  accomplished  this 
was  a  seven  day's  wonder  to  us  when  we  knew 
that  she  had  probably  been  to  no  less  than  three 
dances  during  the  week.  They  say  "Wonders 
will  never  cease,"  and  it  was  certainly  true 
when  May  was  with  us. 


MACDONALD,    MARION   M.  "Gooze" 

82    Rosewood    Street,    Mattapan. 

Lend-a-Hand 
Y.   W.   C.   A. 
Play 
(Carming. 

Marion  is  one  who  is  true  to  her  work,  her 
word,  and  her  friends.  We  shall  remember  her 
as  a  girl  "always  on  the  job,"  as  she  never  left 
undone  anything  which  she  once  attempted  (ask 
any  H.  A.  Senior).  Marion's  pastime  seems  to  be 
chasing  dirt.  For  this  reason  she  might  well 
pass  for  "Old  Dutch."  During  our  first  year 
here,  Marion  was  fortunate  enough  to  live  at  the 
"dorm"  the  latter  part  of  the  year,  so  we  did 
not  really  come  to  know  her  until  our  Middle- 
years.  She  took  part  in  our  Middle-Junior  Play, 
"The  Piper,"  and  played  the  part  of  old  Ursula 
to  perfection.  Off  the  stage  Marion  plays  the 
part    of    a    "patient"    quite    successfully. 
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MARCILLE,  ANNE    FRANCES   LUCY 

"Lucy    Poose" 
248    Fort    Pleasant    Ave.,    Springfield,    Mass. 

A'Kempis. 

Play. 

Fine    Arts    Club. 

Our  petite  French  maid !  Whenever  anyone 
wants  to  know  how  to  do  anything  or  needs  a 
buttonhole  for  their  practice  school  class  they 
run  to  Lucy — she's  always  ready  with  a  helping 
hand.  Lucy's  an  interesting  girl  to  know,  else 
why  is  her  room  always  a  gathering  place  on  a 
rainy  afternoon  (and  sometimes  after  ten?)  We've 
heard  it  said  too,  that  Lucy  likes  New  York 
pretty  well.  It  had  great  attractions  (especially 
during  February  vacation).  However,  when  we 
think  of  Lucy  we  think  of:  "That's  what  I  al- 
ways say;  if  you  wish  a  thing  to  be  well  done, 
you  must  do  it  yourself,  you  must  not  leave  it 
to  others." 


MARTIN,   MILDRED  "Mil" 

Vineyard    Haven,    Mass. 

Y.   W.   C.   A. 

Lend-a-Hand. 

Play. 

Baseball. 

Fine    Arts    Club. 

"Miss  Martin,  your  light  is  not  out?  Miss 
Martin  is  there  anything  the  matter  with  your 
head?"  "Mil"  from  the  island,  always  smiling 
and  cheerful,  always  willing  to  help  and  ready 
for  fun,  always  pointing  out  the  right,  brighvt 
ways  of  life — yet — always  the  last  to  classes  and 
the  last  to  remember  her  lessons ;  always  the 
last  to  bed  and  always  getting  in  "Dutch."  Yes 
always.      A    true    and    worthwhile    "Mildew." 


McCORDICK,    BLANCHE 

65    Washington    Ave. 
Natick,    Mass. 

Just  fresh  from  Natick!  One  small  but  per- 
fectly good  specimen  of  Natick's  girls,  namely 
Blanche!  Very  systematic,  everything  always 
done  just  so,  in  apple-pie  order.  Penmanship 
fine ;  gymna  sties  wonderful !  She  makes  us  all 
feel  as  if  we  were  all  feet  when  we  watch  her 
"floating"  around.  Yes,  I'm  sure  she'll  make  a 
fine  school  marm.  But  then,  there's  Ray  to  take 
into  account.  I'm  sure  he  would  object  strongly 
to  being  left  out  of  it  altogether,  but  then  I'm 
sure  he'll  be  generous  enough  to  let  Blanche  pur- 
sue her  career  for  a  time  at  least.  We  should 
hate  awfully  to  think  that  all  her  talent  was 
being  wasted  on  a  mere  man.  Blanche,  it  is  your 
duty   to   teach   one   year,   you   know. 
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McLELLAN,   MARION  "Clelly" 

33    Hillside   Ave. 
Arlington    Heights,    Mass. 

Play.  Junior    Class     President. 

Y.    W.    C.   A.  Capt.    Volley    Ball. 

Fine  Arts  Club.  Basket  Ball  Sub. 
"My  name's  Marian  McLellan — M-c-L-e-1-l-a-n. 
I've  been  changed  from  Division  A  to  Division 
B."  Such  was  our  introduction  to  the  girl  who 
unfailingly  appears  (no  longer  now)  two  minutes 
after  the  beginning  of  a  class,  the  girl  who  al- 
ways can  get  most  muddled  in  a  recitation  (par- 
ticularly chem.)  but  who,  nevertheless,  won  our 
hearts  to  such  an  extent  that  she  became  our 
Junior  President,  and  ever  since  has  been  be- 
loved by  all :  Faculty,  Seniors  and  underclass- 
men. 'Clelly,  indeed,  is  an  embodiment  of  the 
saying : 

"I    would    be    friend    of   all — the    foe — the    friend- 
less, 
I    would    be    giving,    and    forget    the    gift; 
I    would   be    humble,    for    I   know   my    weakness ; 
I  would  look  up — and  laugh — and  love — and  lift." 


MINER,    DOROTHY  "Dot."    "Minnie" 

29    Dudley    St.,    Haverhill,    Mass. 

Lend-a-Hand.  Yale    Team. 

Canning.  Play. 

Y.    W.    C.    A.  Glee    Club. 

Editor    in    chief    of    Class    Book. 

President   Middle   Junior    Class. 
"She   looks   through   life   with   a   balance   just, 
weighs    girls   and   things,    beholding    as    they    are, 
the   lives   of   others." 

Who  has  given  more  lavishly  or  unselfishly 
of  their  time  and  talents  than  our  "Dot"?  When 
it  comes  to  an  "all  around  girl," — she  gets  the 
banquet.  Our  class  would  hardly  try  to  run  with- 
out her.  As  Middle  Junior  president — as  Yale's 
jumping  centre,  as  most  original  and  resourceful, 
as  Dial  Editor-in-chief,  we  are  very  proud  of 
her.  Be  on  the  look-out  for  her  latest  achieve- 
ment— "An  Essay  on  the  Psychology  of  Spring." 
Dot  is  one  of  our  finest  and  cleverest  members. 
Now   "Minnie   Irene,"   will   your    hat   still    go    on? 


MURDOCK,    DOROTHY 

67a    Pleasant    St.,    Marblehead,    Mass. 


'Dot" 


Canning. 
Mandolin    Club. 
Fine    Arts. 
Lend-a-Hand. 
Annual    Member,    Y. 


Play. 

Class    Book. 
Tennis. 

Harvard    Captain. 
W.    C.    A. 


X.    P.    K.    Executive    Staff. 

We  have  in  our  midst  a  maiden,  with  flaxen, 
sunny  hair — whose  radiant  smile  and  manner 
draw  friends  to  her  galore.  Her  heart  goes  out 
to  many — its  in  the  Highlands,  New  York,  and 
France.  For  Dorothy  Murdock  has  traveled  and 
often  Silver  Bay  was  her  goal.  Her  spirit  is  un- 
swerving in  sports,  or  club^  or  "chem."  no  mat- 
ter what  she  turns  to — success  awaits  her  there. 
She's  witty,  "up  and  coming,'"  she's  full  of  pep 
and  fun.  There's  real  true  worth  to  Dotty,  too! 
What  more   could  one  ask? 
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MURRAY,    MIRIAM 


"Hiram" 


Xpc[  §uno.f  aAiiu}uoumS.ie  Xjoa  b  si  „uibj]h„ 
of  the  Foxboro  type.  Since  she  came  to  Fram- 
ingham  she  has  made  rapid  progress  toward 
being  a  competent  school  mistress.  We  are  con- 
fident that  she  will  fulfill  her  mission  in  life 
most  successfully.  Politics  and  suffrage  are  her 
principal  interests  and  some  day  we  will  have 
the  honor  of  voting  for  her  as  representative  of 
Massachusetts. 


MAC  PHEE,    ESTHER    MABLE  "Micky" 

14   Stanley   Avenue,   Medford,   Mass. 
Y.  W.  C.  A. 

"Oh,  I  wish  today  were  Friday."  Who  said 
it?  Evidently  you  don't  know  Esther.  She  man- 
ages to  live  through  the  week  on  memories  and 
anticipation,  but  Friday  afternoon  sees  Esther 
eastward    bound    without    fail. 

A  stranger  would  think  Esther  the  sweetest 
and  most  docile  lamb  in  this  pedagogical  sheep- 
fold,  but  it  doesn't  take  long  to  become  disil- 
lusioned. For  Esther  can  argue  most  spiritedly 
when  the  order  of  her  room  is  invaded.  And 
she  doesn't  like  bangs.  Can't  you  imagine  her 
intellectual  brow  framed  in  clustering  curls 
warranted    only    in    cool    weather? 

And  of  course  we  never  impose  on  her  good 
nature — never.  But  in  some  way  we  do  always 
go  to  her  when  our  own  notes  are  unintelligible. 
After  much  fuss  and  feathers  we  get  what  we 
need.  We  surely  are  glad  to  have  her,  because 
th.ere  never  was  such  another. 


NELSON,    DORIS 

11    Conant   St.,    Salem,   Mass. 


"Dod" 


Lend-a-Hand. 
Y.    W.    C.    A. 
Glee   Club. 
Canning. 


Fine    Arts. 

Class    Day    Committee. 

Play. 

X.   P.   K.   Staff 


In  other  words  "Dodie."  Doesn't  that  name 
fit  to  a  "T"?  Small  but  not  slight,  with  curly 
hair  and  a  slightly  lifted  nose,  which  can  go  in 
the  air,  but  of  couse  seldom  does.  "Dodie"  came 
to  us  a  little  girl,  sweet,  young  and  timid,  but 
she  leaves  us  the  same  helpful,  loving  and  sym- 
pathetic Dodie  with  added  dignity  and  poise. 
One  may  hear  in  Crocker  Hall  when  the  evening 
mail   is   given   out: 

"Doris    Nelson?" 

"Florida?"   some   one   inquisitively   asks. 

"No,"  comes  the  reply  from  the  disgusted 
half    laughing    young    lady,    "Georgia!" 

One  attribute  we  all  admire  in  Dodie  is  her 
ever  faithfully  kept  caslt  account,  never  has  a 
penny  gone  astray  for  Dodie  always  looks  at  one 
twice  before  she  spends.  I  hereby  conclude  that 
"Economy"  should  he  Dodie's  middle  name.  Never 
mind  Dodie  "a  penny  saved  is  a  penny  earned." 
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NELSON,    MARGARET  "Peggy" 

8    Grave    St.,    Natick,    Mass. 
A'Kempis    Club. 

"She  desires  nothing  as  much  as  that  which 
she    cannot   have." 

"Some  of  our  nicest  people  come  from  Na- 
tick," so,  of  course,  Peggy  just  can't  help  liv- 
ing up  to  her  reputation.  When  Peggy  first 
came  to  our  honorable  institution  in  short 
dresses  and  a  "bobbcd-up  pig-tail,"  we  felt 
that  her  teaching  days  were  very  far  remote. 
But  a  year  makes  a  great  change !  Now  Mar- 
garet is  a  grown-up  young  lady ;  skirts  down 
to  her  ankles  (of  course  the  style  accounts  for 
that),  shirt-waist  buttoned  up  to  her  chin, — 
professionalism  personified.  We  feel  sure  that 
she  will  succeed  in  the  teaching  world  on  ac- 
count of  her  "quiet  dignity."  Peggy  is  general- 
ly quite  healthy  enough  to  suit  even  Miss 
Sewall,  but  is,  unfortunately,  addicted  to  "spring 
fever."  Of  course  that's  natural  for  those  in 
love."  N'est-pas,  Peg?  We  hope,  however, 
that,  for  a  time  at  least,  Peggy  will  stick  to  the 
teaching  profession,  for  if  she  left  it  the  super- 
intendants  would  grieve  incessantly  over  such  a 
loss,  and  you'd  never  be  so  cruel  as  to  bring 
about  such  a   state  of  affairs,  would  you,   Peggy? 


OAKES,     VIOLET  "Vi" 

Millis,    Mass. 

"Smiles  are  the  language  of  love."  "Vi" 
comes  to  F.  X.  S.  all  the  way  from  that  small 
but  promising  town  of  Millis.  She  is  very  quiet 
in  class,  but  outside  of  school  she  assumes  a 
very  different  aspect  and  becomes  very  gay. 
Because  of  her  winning  way  she  has  made 
many  friends.  "Vi"  loves  to  dance  and  very 
often  in  the  lunch  room  you  will  hear  the  cry, 
"Save  the  next  one  for  me."  First,  last,  and  al- 
ways, "Vi"  is  a  true  friend  and  a  good  student. 


"Pappy" 


Fine   Arts    Club. 
Canning. 
Editorial    Staff. 


PAPINEAU,     MARY 

Maynard,    Mass. 

Y.   W.   C.   A. 

Lend-a-Hand. 

Play. 

Who  is  "Mary  Papineau"?  Does  someone 
want  to  know?  Well,  the  girl  with  the  bubbling 
laugh  is  perhaps  the  best  way  to  identify  her. 
At  Div.  A.  picnics  she  read  to  us  those  clever 
histories  which  make  us  laugh  now  when  we 
think  of  them,  and  showed  us  how  observing 
she  is.  During  influenze  time  Pappy  assisted 
the  doctors  and  nurses  in  her  home  town,  and 
came  back  to  tell  us  many  wild  and  awful 
tales.  At  one  time  this  year,  I  overheard  Mary 
remark  that  she  was  perfectly  willing  that  one 
of  the  rising  young  lawyers  of  Boston  should 
have  the  last  of  her  castor,  oil.  And  she  is  a 
minister's  daughter,  too.  Of  course,  we  are  all 
very  glad  she  has  secured  a  position,  but  we  do 
wish  she  was  not  going  quite  so  far  off,  to  Illi- 
nois. Neither  can  we  imagine  her  a  few  months 
from  now,  chaperoning  a  party  of  boarding 
school  girls  on  their  afternoon  walks  on  Satur- 
day  trips   to   the   village. 
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PORTER,   HELEN  "Port" 

376     Chapman    St.,    Canton,    Mass. 
Play. 
Baseball. 
Volley   Ball. 
There    was    a    young    lady    called    "Port," 
Vvnoni    everyone    tiiougnt    a    good    sport. 
At   pnomng — tne   kid's    clever! 
At    grinding — oh    never ! 
But   anyway   she's   a   good   sort. 
These   are   our    sentiments   of   "Port."     If   you 
are   in    any    land    of   a    dilliculty    she    is    the    Best 
little    fixer    anywhere    around.       She    is    methodi- 
cal,   But    can    "jazz"    if    opportunity    presents    it- 
self.      "Port"     is     also     a     most     capaBle     young 
woman    and    no    douBt    if    the    time    ever    comes 
when    she    smothers    that    camouflaged    indepen- 
dence  she   will   make   a   most   devoted   housewife. 


PREBLE,     ESTHER  "Preb" 

21    Marshall    St.,    Newton    Centre. 

Y.    W.   C.   A.  Volley    Ball. 

Canning.  Baseball. 

Yale    Captain  Play. 

Esther  makes  a  flying  leap  over  the  Bannister  to 
Be  sure  she  gets  there  lirst.  It  is  fortunate  that 
her  room  is  at  the  head  of  the  stairs  in  order 
that  she  can  do  guard  duty  over  the  telephone 
Booth.  This  is  her  strong  point.  Speaking  of 
strength,  do  you  remember  her  basket  shooting 
for  Yale  last  November?  As  an  athlete  she  is 
a  winner.  And  when  it  comes  to  "Bugs"  we  re- 
fer you  to  Mr.  Meier.  She  is  always  willing  to 
lend,  and  always  willing  to  Borrow.  As  she  is  a 
cook  she  is  an  artist,  her  specialty  Being  chaf- 
ing dish  delicacy  served  near  midnight.  And 
as  for  criticising  other  people's  cooking — she 
can  beat  A.  B.  P.  Esther  believes  in  keeping 
the  home  fires  burning  in  Newton  Centre.  Now 
we   ask  you — which  one  is   it? 


PRENDERGAST,     MARGARET  "Peg" 

361    Main    St.,    Concord    Junction,    Mass. 

A'Kempis     Club.  Canning. 

Fine    Arts    Club. 

Business  Manager  of  Class  Book. 
If  a  body  wandered  up  to  the  head  of  the 
stairs  on  "third"  in  Crocker  and  tur  ned  to  the 
right  they  would  probably  find  "Peggy"  at 
7.25  A.  M.,  hustling  into  a  middie  or  rubbing  her 
eyes  and  turning  over  for  another  nap.  How- 
ever, do  not  think  that  she  isn't  right  "there" 
when  it  comes  to  classes.  We  all  wonder  where 
she  keeps  that  ever-bubbling  store  of  knowl- 
edge. Does  anyone  ever  remember  hearing  her 
say,  "I  don't  know"?  Unanimous.  No!  She 
has  her  heart  set  on  becoming  one  of  the 
"Dietitions"  of  the  country,  and  surely  has  a 
good  start  with  Mr.  H.  backing  her,  and  an  ap- 
pointment already  for  Johns  Hopkins.  We  wish 
her  the  best  of  success,  and  know  she  will  win. 
Even  Westboro  did  not  frighten  or  daunt  her. 
Although  Concord  Junction,  we  understand,  is 
not  a  large  place,  "Peg"  is  going  to  put  it  on  the 
map   in  the  near   future. 

Girls!  our  only  regret  is  that  we  did  not 
get  acquainted  with  her  until  she  decided  to 
live  up  here  in  17  with)  "Boney." 
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REDDY,     KATHERINE     F.  "Kat" 

65    Main    St.      Framingham,    Mass. 
Fine    Arts. 

Some  night  fifty  years  from  now  after  my 
day's  toil  of  adding  to  the  apperceptive  mass  of 
my  pupils,  I'll  take  up  this  book,  open  to  this 
page  and  say,  "By  heck"  no,  I  guess  I  won't  say 
that  because  I  shall  have  outgrown  that,  but 
anyway,  I'll  say,  "Here's  my  dear  old  school- 
mate, Kat  Reddy,  in  the  freshness  of  her  youth," 
and  I'll  take  the  book  to  school  to  show  the 
children  the  face  of  one  who  is  now  professor 
of  history  outlines  in  Vassar  or  Wellesley  or 
even  perhaps  Framingham  Normal  School. 
When  she  isn't  making  outlines  she's  helping 
other  folks  whose  convolutions  in  their  brains 
aren't  as  deep  as  Kat's.  She  doesn't  talk  much 
but  she's  a  good  listener,  and  if  you  want  some- 
one  to   tell   your   troubles   to,   tell   them   to   "Kat." 


RICHARDSON,     VIVIAN  "Viv" 

29    Tenth   Avenue,    Haverhill. 

Baseball.  Canning. 

Fine    Arts.  I.end-a-Hand. 

Play.  Y.    W.    C.    A. 

Glee    Club 

Treasurer     anil  Secretary     Middle     J.     Class. 

"Smooth  runs  the  water  where  the  brook  is 
deep." 

Viv  is  one  of  our  Haverhill  girls.  A  shy, 
demure,  reserved,  young  maiden  until  iwe 
found  out  flat  "still  waters  run  deep."  Always 
faithful  at  whatever  task  is  before  her,  but 
never  failing  to  miss  a  chance  for  some  fun. 
Little  did  the  Blakeites  realize  when  they  show- 
ered Viv  with  miscellaneous  articles  her  junior 
year  that  they  would  be  doing  it  in  earnest  two 
years  hence.  There  was  a  reason  for  her  anx- 
iously watching  the  mail,  and  never  was  shve 
disappointed,  for  those  letters  addressed  always 
in  the  same  handwriting  were  so  satisfyingly 
bulky.  A  "special"  now  and  then,  too.  Such 
a  quiet  lass  is  Viv,  but  what  about  squeals  which 
floated  from  her  room  after  nine  o'clock  during 
her  Mid-junior  year  in  the  Dorm.?  Notwith- 
standing these  things,  she  is  an  energetic  worker, 
a   lovable   teacher   and   a   true   friend. 


ROBERTS,    BERTHA    A.  "Bert,"     "Bob" 

Volley    Ball    Team. 

"I   am   amazed   and   know   not   what   to   say." 

Bertha  is  one  of  our  commuters,  so  she 
knows  all  about  electric  cars,  their  ups  and 
downs  in  her  young  life.  When  Bertha  comes 
into  the  class-room  the  first  thing  she  says 
is,  "who's  done  the  lesson?"  We  all  answer 
"not  I."  "Well,"  says  Bertha,  "I  don't  see  how 
you  girls  who  never  study  can  get  by  with  it." 
Don't  ask  us  how  we  do  it,  Bertha,  but  we'll  let 
you  judge  from  your  own  experience.  Bertha 
certainly  is  a  good  scout.  You  ought  to  see  her 
play  volley  ball!  She  is  right  there  with  the 
pep.  Just  a  little  motherly  advice  for  you, 
Bertha :  Don't  forget  to  buy  some  car  tickets 
this   afternoon. 
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SAMPSON,    MARGARET  "Sam" 

Marshfield    Hills,    Mass. 

Orchestra.  Play. 

Glee    Club.  Canning:. 

Lend-a-Hand.  Art    Editor — Dial. 

Y.     W.     C.     A.     Cabinet 

President  of  Fine  Arts  Club. 
Teedle-dee-i !  piccolos,  grape  juice,  drums, 
posters  and  music  while  you  wait.  That  is  our 
care-free,  dark-eyed  Sammy.  She  can  "tune 
her  pipe  to  compass"  all  those  things,  and  ex- 
tremely well  in  the  bargain.  How  proud  our 
class  is  of  our  artist,  who's  art  lies  in  many  di- 
rections —  drawing,  music  and  crafts.  And 
what  is  even  better,  she  shares  it  generously 
with  all,  whenever  help  is  needed.  She  will  do 
that  braid  pattern,  that  basket  design,  or  tell 
you  what  good  dessert  to  have  for  dinner.  If 
in  the  years  to  come  we  cannot  reach  "Sammy," 
if  she  is  "lost,  strayed  or  stolen,"  we  may  be 
suie  to  find  her  either  making  the  piano  sing 
in  41,  or  else  cuddled  way  down  on  her  pillow, 
with  only  her  long  black  tresses  visible.  In  the 
roll  of  Kurt  the  Syndic,  Lydia  Languish,  South- 
ern musical  conductor,  dignified  school  ma'rm 
with  one  hundred  pupils,  and  always  ready  for  a 
high  old  time,  who  is  better  ready  to  act  the  part? 


SHAY,     MILDRED  "Mil"     "Shady" 

Church     St.,     Millbury,    Mass. 
Fine    Arts  Lend-a-Hand 

Volley    Ball  A'Kempis 

After  graduating  from  High  School  in  1915 
"Mil"  went  to  Worcester  Normal.  She  soon  dis- 
covered her  mistake,  however,  and  as  she 
couldn't  stay  wrong  long,  joined  us  three  years 
ago  with  "Bells,  Bells,  Bells."  But  somehow 
she  has  never  been  able  to  stay  away  week-ends 
from  the  little  town  of  Millbury,  and  although 
you  will  often  hear  the  question,  "what  is  the 
attraction?"  none  has  ever  been  able  to  solve 
the  mystery.  She  firmly  believes  in  the  adage 
"there's  no  time  like  a  good  time."  When  you've 
got  the  blues  just  watch  her  beaming  counten- 
ance "beam" — it's  catching,  and  you'll  prompt- 
ly forget  your  worries.  With  her  ability  and 
her    personality    she    will    make    good. 


SHEA,    MARGARET  "Peggy" 

49     Worcester    St.,     Wellesley    Hills,     Mass. 
A'Kempis     Club.  Volley    Ball. 

Editorial    Staff. 

Yes,  that's  Peggy  entering  the  dunch  room. 
I  wonder  what  dreadfully  exciting  thing  has 
happened  to  4,  5  and  6?  Ah!  the  sufferers  who 
must  listen  to  this  tease  every  precious  noon  hour. 

"Ah,  he  gave  us  a  written  lesson  on  every- 
thing we  had  this  year,  including  our  trips  and 
gardening.  When  we  were  finished  we  read  our 
papers,  and  all  those  who  didn't  get  every  question 
— well  we'll  tell  you  what's  going  to  happen  and — " 

All  in  one  breath  Peg  relates  it.  A  sigh 
from  the  faithful  listeners,  an  "Honest,  no  fool- 
ing" from  Peg.  Every  noon  hour  finds  her 
scanning  for  knowledge.  She  must  get  her 
early  car  home  so  why  waste  time  for  eating? 
However,  her  notebooks  are  a  wonder  for  their 
capacity,  and  she  wouldn't  dream  of  getting 
below   G —   on   them. 

In  spite  of  her  teasing  she  has  good  points, 
such  as  sharing  the  contents  of  her  thermos 
bottle,  playing  an  accented  waltz,  and  giving 
very    openly    her   opinion   of    "things." 

However,  dear  Peg,  we  wish  you  the  best  of 
luck  in   your   newly    chosen   profession. 
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SHEARER,    SUSAN 

Southbridge,    Mass. 

Y.    W.    C.    A.  Basketball. 

Lend-a-Hand. 

Time,  Nov.  23.  Harvard-Yale  Game.  Place 
Gym. 

Yea  Sue!   Yea!    Shearer! 
Yea!    Yea!    Sue    Shearer! 

Cheer  after  cheer  shook  the  Old  Gym  to  its 
foundation.  You  say  she's  a  quiet  soul,  but  oh 
my,  what  a  mistake  Now  I  don't  mean  to  in- 
sinuate that  she  is  loud,  oh  no!  by  no  means. 
But  has  she  pep?  I'll  say  she  has!  You  should 
see  her  shoot  baskets.  The  two  years  she  has 
spent  at  F.  N.  S.  the  Yale  girls  have  looked  to 
"Sue"  as  the  only  one  who  can  pull  them 
through     (please    excuse    the    poetry). 

When     Dedham     was     mentioned     to     Sue 
She   thought   she'd   met   her   Waterloo 
But    she   went   boldly   to   the    fray 
And  we  know  she'll  conquer  it  some  day. 


SKINNER,     MARJORIE 

H8    Locust    St.,    Fall    Riiver,    Mass. 


"Marj" 


Lend-a-Hand. 
Y.    W.   C.   A. 


Class    Day    Committee. 
Play. 


Who's  the  hard  working  sub  on  the  Yale 
team?  Marj  Skinner,  of  course.  Is  she  always 
at  practice?  Emphatically,  yes.  She  certain- 
ly is  a  loyal  supporter  of  the  Blue.  A  more 
spunky  girl  is  hard  to  find.  For  wasn't  she 
without  a  quiver  on  her  lips,  the  day  her  Dad 
went  to  France?  This  is  the  way  she  stands  all 
her  disappointments  with  the  same  gritty  spirit. 
Do  you  ever  hear  down  the  corridor,  "Oh,  Marj!" 
"Yes,  what  is  it?"  "Will  you  rub  my  back?" 
And  such  similar  requests.  She  never  refuses 
anybody.  She  is  always  willing  and  glad  to 
be  of  any  help  to  anyone  of  us.  As  for  House 
Detective,  she  is  the  star  because  there  is  on 
record  only  one  case  which  she  did  not  dis- 
cover the  clue  and  track  down  the  victim  in 
heated  chase.  If  you  want  to  know  any  news 
just   apply   and   you'll   find   out  promptly. 


SMITH,    HELEN  "Rusty" 

Irving    St.,    Hingham    Center. 

Helen  has  red  hair  and  green  ink,  said  hair 
being  a  bane  to  her,  and  said  red  hair  being  a 
bane  to  us.  Other  than  these  brilliant  charac- 
teristics, she  is  little  known  by  the  rest  of  the 
girls.  Yet  we  may  say  "it  is  their  funeral."  For 
Helen  is  very  full  of  fun.  She  is  to  be  found  in 
her  room,  either  reading  very  good  books,  cro- 
cheting, sewing,  or  removing  said  ink.  What 
may  be  a  surprise  is  that  she  has  carried  off 
her  E's  and  A's  even  though  she  never  felt  in- 
clined to  study.  Nor  is  she  stuck  up,  even 
though  her  shoes  did  cost  .$14.00,  and  even  if 
she  has  a  relative  at  Annapolis!  This  bright- 
headed  girl  has  always  closed  up  her  year  at 
F.  N.  S.  "with  a  large-sized  beaker  full  of  alibis." 
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SILVER,     GLADYS  "Glad" 

10     South     Buffum     St.,     Worcester. 

Y.    W.    C.    A. 
Canning. 

"Zealous,  yet  modest, 
Innocent  though  free, 
Patient   of   toil, 
Serene   amidst    alarms, 
Inflexible   in   faith, 
Invincible   in  arms." 

Here's  to  Gladys  our  zoologist.  She  is  the 
one  girl  in  our  classes  who  squeals,  with  de- 
light, not  fright,  when  a  bug  crawls  her  way. 
Just  step  into  her  room  any  day,  and  you  will 
find  her  petting  a  lively  bug,  or  mourning 
because  she  has  broken  a  leg  off  of  a  "roach." 

Gladys  is  not  only  a  zoologist,  but  also  a  true 
friend.  May  success  and  happiness  be  her's  al- 
ways. 


SLACK,     MILDRED  "Mil" 

36    Gilford    St.,    Brockton,    Mass. 

Y.    W.    C.    A. 
Fine   Arts. 

Sa-a-y  kids !  Oh  for  a  good  feed  at  the 
Too-rain.  Where's  Dot?  She's  running  around 
all  night  and  won't  come  to  bed.  I  wish  she'd 
sleep  nights.  Yes,  it's  Mil  Slack  from  Brockton. 
You  remember  all  those  dainty  little  orange 
cakes  Mil  used  to  make  for  us.  And  generous — 
say  Mil  would  give  away  her  last  cent  and  feed 
all  A  Division  besides.  When  it  conies  to 
equipment  she  is  right  there.  Mil  is  always  on 
hand  when  there  is  any  fun  to  be  hud  and  can 
see  a  joke  on  herself.  How  about  that  gingham 
dress    you   made   in    school,   Mil? 


STRONG,    CATHERINE  "Kay" 

54    Winthrop     St.,     Framingham,    Mass. 

Glee    Club. 
Y.   W.   C.   A. 

Her    little    tongue    was    never    still, 
For   talk   it   must,   and   talk   it   will. 

Who  said  "California"?  If  you  really 
want  to  know  anything  about  California  just 
ask  "Kay"  Strong.  But  it  really  is  quite  sur- 
prising how  much  time  "Kay"  gets  for  study — 
after  the  very  interesting  epistles  from  Cali- 
fornia are  read.  "Kay"  is  a  very  pleasing  girl 
when  she  isn't  flustered,  but  please  don't  try 
to  talk  to  her  when  she  is  watching  a  baseball 
or  volley  ball  game.  It  is  apt  to  prove  fatal 
for  someone.  Joking  aside,  "Kay"  has  proved 
a  very  good  student  and  a  great  help  to  us  girls 
during  our  Junior   year. 
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SVENSON,  ANNA  J.  "Dimp" 

217    Union    Ave.,    Framingham,    Mass. 
Fine    Arts    Club. 

Wait  a  minute!  Who  is  this  coming  our  way? 
Oh,  yes.  Let  me  introduce  you  to  Anna  Sven- 
son,  alias  "Dimps"  from  Framingham.  Where 
did  she  get  the  nickname?  I  don't  know, — better 
ask   her. 

Anna  is  a  little  girl  with  brown  eyes  and 
brown  hair.  Although  she  is  small  she  is  large 
enough  to  be  heard  wherever  she  goes  and  she 
can  entertain  you  almost  any  day  with  tales  of 
her  many  week-end  parties.  Although  she  does 
love  a  good  time,  once  in  a  while  she  settles 
down  to  work,  and  accomplishes  enough  to  make 
the  faculty  feel  that  she  can  work  if  she  wants 
to.  We  are  all  glad  to  have  Anna  for  a  class- 
mate and  wish  her  success  in  all  her  future 
work. 


STEWART,     RUTH  "Babe" 

Lyman     St.,     Watham,     Mass. 

Editorial     Staff. 
Fine    Arts. 
Y.   W.  C.   A. 
Lend-a-Hand. 

"What    I    think    I    must    speak." 

Notwithstanding  'the  fact  that  "Babe" 
roomed  with  a  bunch  of  those  hard  working  H. 
A.  Juniors  she  found  much  time  for  excitement 
and  mischief.  Lucky  "Babe"  was  blessed  with 
a  good  brain  and  indeed  she  is  clever  at  re- 
membering the  important  parts  of  the  subject. 
"Why  worry?"  is  "Babe's"  attitude,  and  she 
practises  it,  too,  for  her  auburn  locks  show  no 
signs  of  turning  gray.  Good  luck  to  that  Nor- 
wood job — perhaps  your  allinity  is  waiting  for 
you  there,  "Babe." 


TANSEY,    MARJORY    JANE  "Jerry" 

Stowe,    Mass. 

Glee    Club. 
Y.    W.    C.   A. 

A  rush,  a  run  down  the  hall !  What  is  com- 
ing? Oh,  only  Jerry,  don't  be  alarmed!  It  is  only 
her  natural  way !  There  is  usually  something  do- 
ing where  she  is  but  that  is  because,  sh!  she  has 
red  hair !  Nuf  ced !  But  what  a  huge  appercep- 
tive mass  she  has  under  that  hair !  A  question 
goes  around  the  class.  Silence.  At  last  Miss 
Tansey  comes  to  the  rescue.  What  a  relief!  We 
all  know  that  now  the  suspense  is  over,  for  if 
she  isn't  sure,  she  can — oh!  no  indeed,  not  bluff! 
— simply    guess.      And    usually    she    guesses    right. 

Week-end  visits  to  her  home  were  common 
occurrences  her  Junior  year,  but  alas!  the  at- 
traction vanished  and  now  Jerry  should  worry 
whether  she  goes  home  or  not. 
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THRASHER,    RUTH 

Millis,    Mass. 

"Blushes  aren't  becoming!"  Ruth  is  the  ex- 
ception   that    proves    the    rule. 

Her  hobby  isn't  talking  but  when  she  does 
favor  us  with  a  little  speech  she  generally  hits 
the  nail  on  the  head.  Talk  more  Ruth,  we  like 
to  hear  you ! 

Ruth  is  prominent  in  the  social  life  of  Mil- 
lis, I  have  heard,  but  never  lets  such  diversion 
interfere  with  her  lessons,  consequently  we  have 
promise  of  an  eminent  worker  along  educational 
lines. 

Remember  Ruth  your  promise  taken  when  you 
entered  F.  N.  S.  One  year's  teaching, — no  less. 
Take    care   of   her,    Violet. 


WALDIN,    LOUISE    F.  "Lou" 

48    Bradford     St.,    Provincetown,    Mass. 

Lend-a-Hand    Club. 

H.    A.    Statistician    of    Class    Book. 

Fine    Arts. 

"She's    pretty    to    walk    with,    and    witty    to    talk 
with. 
And  pleasant,  too,  to  think  on." 

Could  anyone  ever  forget  "Lou"  with  her 
"meek  as  Moses"  voice  and  her  big  ideas.  She 
may  be  little,  but  oh  my,  what  a  way  with  the 
lass !  And  when  she  cleans  her  room,  which  isn't 
very  often,  then  you  realize  how  very  powerful 
and  how  "funny"  she  is.  We  wonder  if  she 
gets  her  taste  for  interior  decoration  from  her 
many  artist  friends  about  whom  we  heard  so 
much  our  Junior  year  in  English  Lit.  She  really 
is  a  talented  young  lady,  her  latest  being  Chem. 
assistant  and  pianist  in  the  Wcstboro  Nut  Or- 
chestra (her  specialty  being  Smiles — you've  all 
seen  that  grin).  Any  one  wishing  any  informa- 
tion concerning  the  U.  S.  Navy  apply  to  "Lou" 
at    P.    Town — she    doesn't    live    there    for    nothing. 


WALLS,    ELLEN 

53    Elem    Ave., 


"Emmett"    "Boncy"    Walls 
Brockton,    Mass. 


Glee    Club. 

Lend-a-Hand. 

Play. 

A'Kempis    Club    President. 

Club    Editor    of    Class    Book. 

Ellen  is  one  of  those  Brockton  girls  who  is 
always  jolly  and  happy  except  when  someone 
tries  to  boss  her.  Ellen  is  a  star  cook,  especially 
when  she  is  making  fudge  cake  or  brownies  such 
as  she  "used  to  make  in  the  tea-room."  A  great 
joker  is  Ellen,  but  beware  when  she  gets  into 
an  argument.  Industrious  is  her  middle  name! 
Ellen  loves  to  teach  school,  so  here's  wishing  her 
great  success  in  her  life  as  a  schoolmar'm.  Mis- 
tress of  herself  at  all  times.  In  spite  of  her 
Brockton  ways,  Ellen  has  been  a  great  class- 
mate, one  who  has  made  us  happy  by  her  lov- 
able nature,  and  one  whom  we  all  like  to  call 
"friend." 
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WARD,    GRACE    WINTER  "Gracious" 

Brook    St.,    Framingham,    Mass. 

Grace  is  one  of  the  strongest  supports  of  the 
traditional  dignity  of  F.  N.  S.  Brought  up  in 
the  exclusive  air  of  Nobscot  and  the  Practice 
School,  we  from  the  outside  world  find  Grace 
positively  refreshing.  Her  charming  conscience 
we  all  enjoy  and  admire,  for  little  white  sins 
that  we  think  nothing  of,  Grace  abhors,  and 
isn't   afraid   to   say   so. 

I'm  afraid,  however,  that  F.  N.  S  has  had 
a  deteriorating  effect  on  Gracious,  for  she  has 
been  heard  to  audibly  express  a  desire  to  do 
something  shocking,  but  she  hasn't  done  it  yet. 
I  suppose  it's  because  she  is  on  her  dignity  at 
Southboro  where  she  simply  ignores  those  rude 
children  who  were  heard  to  say  "Oh  gee"  in 
her  presence.  She  is  dignity,  honesty,  outspok- 
enness  itself  and  who  doesn't  admire  her   for   it? 


WEEKS    DOROTHY,    E.  "Dot" 

9    Higgins    St.,    Auburndale,    Mass. 

Lend-a-Hand. 

Cabinet   Y.    W.    C.    A. 

Play. 

Fine    Arts    Club. 

Volley    Ball. 

What  is  worth  doing  at — Dottie,  Dot  Weeks ! 
Will  you  show  me  how  to  do  this  problem,  I 
have  worked  until  I  could  cry  and  still  I  don't 
know  which  end  to  begin  at."  "Sure,"  says  she, 
and  it  doesn't  take  long  for  her  to  straighten 
one  out,  for  she  is  a  shark  on  problems — loves 
chem  and  is  always  ready  to  help  everyone.  She 
doesn't  confine  that  last  just  to  chem.  problems 
either.  A  more  conscientious  person  it  would 
be  hard  to  find  and  beat — ask  her  room-mates! 
There  are  several  things  she  is  enthusiastic 
about — a  letter  from  her  sister — Northfield — and 
dressmaking.  She  hasn't  decided  yet  which  is 
the  best  hair  remover — protein  experiments  or 
the    "flare." 

Dot  is  a  student  of  more  than  average  ability, 
but  did  you  ever  hear  her  ask :  "How  do  you 
spell  it?"  and  as  to  arguing  she  can  argue  and 
then    some. 


WELSH,    MARY  "Mary" 

Framineham,    Mass. 

And  along  came  Mary  on  the  8  o'clock  from 
South  Framingham,  usually,  sometimes  she 
poked  her  bead  in  earlier  sometimes  later.  Well 
she  soon  found  out  that  Hudson  was  a  good 
place  to  tone  her  down.  Eyes  in  the  boat,  Mary ! 
(ask   her,   she   will    explain   this). 

Mary's  a  great  teacher,  you  ought  to  see  her 
trying  to  infuse  her  superfluous  knowledge  into 
the  bruins  of  the  youth  of  the  nation  under  her 
guidance  and  supervision.  We  #iope  they  will 
grasp  some  of  it  as  it  floats  about  them,  for 
float  this  knowledge  does  on  the  waves  of  her 
sweet  voice.  Some  drown,  others  come  out  swim- 
ingly,  and  then  mary's  mark  (as  a  "schoolmar'm") 
is   made. 


52 


THE    DIAL 


WHEELER,   IRENE  "Renie" 

Elm    St.,    North    Grafton. 

Y.    W.    C.    A. 
Play. 

Canning    School. 
Fine  Arts   Club. 

Calm    and    Self-possessed;" 
"Serene  and   Resolute, 

Here's  to  Irene — If  you  ever  have  difficulty 
with  your  family  budget,  hunt  up  Irene,  the 
mathematician  of  Division  B.  Just  as  accurate 
is  she  in  her  opinion,  for  once  she  makes  up 
her  mind  it  is  no  easy  matter  to  force  her  to 
change  it;  nevertheless,  she  is  always  willing  to 
help  out  whenever  one  is  in  difficulty.  Though 
a-  country  lass,  she  is  made  of  good  stuff.  Per- 
haps we  could  get  some  ideas  from  Irene's  "Pri- 
vate"   school    in    North    Grafton? 


WINKLER,    PHYLLIS    A. 


"Phil" 


308    Forest    Park    Ave.,    Springfield    Mass. 

Volley    Ball. 

Lend-a-Hand. 

Treasurer    of    Y.    W.    C.    A. 

Secretary    of    Class    '18    and    '19. 

Treasurer    of    Fine    Arts    Club. 

Editorial    Staff. 

"Smiles  are  the  language  of  love"  and  along 
came  Phil  with  one  that  won't  come  off.  Dim- 
ples as  large  as — well  they  are  the  first  "things" 
you  notice  when  you  see  her  and  believe  me 
she  knows  how  to  us  them !  The  next  "thing" 
you  notice  about  Phil  is  a  group  of  juniors, 
commonly  know  as  crushes.  Oh  these  crushes ! 
We  don't  know  how  she-  does  it  but  she  seems 
well  versed  in  the  art  of  having  several  crushes 
at    her    disposal. 

We've  all  heard  wild  tales  of  a  mysterious 
person  from  M.  A.  C,  but  of  course  I  wouldn't 
let  on  for  the  world  who  this  person  is.  One 
dark  night  a  balloon  was  sighted  over  Normal 
Hill  and  was  found  to  be  the  Omaha  Express. 
It  didn't  take  long  for  the  contents  of  that  bal- 
loon to  empty  "itself"  or  rather  "himself"  into 
the  living  room  of  the  New  Dorm.  Oh  "it"  looked 
fine  in  "it's"  uniform  and  Phil  was  all  dimples  and 
— !  Needless  to  say  we  all  got  stiff  necks  try- 
iing  to  catch  a  fleeting  glimpse  of  the  uniform 
when  it  evacuated. 


WINSLOW,    BERNICE  "Bunny" 

39    Liberty    St.,    Nantucket,    Mass. 

Fine   Arts    Club. 
Volley  Ball. 

The  most  distinctive  part  of  Bunny  is  her 
giggle.  It's  easily  distinguished  among  others, 
irresi  stable,  contageous,  all  penetrating.  It  is 
heard  at  its  best  just  before  chapel  in  the  morn- 
ing, just  after  she  has  found  a  letter  from  "him" 
up   on   the   platform. 

Bunny  works  hard,  but  by  the  end  of  the 
week  her  happy-go-lucky  nature  overflows  and 
she  works  off  her  exuberance  by  spending  her 
week-ends  in  Natick  and  wondering  what  George 
would  say  if  he  could  only   see   her  now! 
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WOODWARD,   GRACE  "Grass."   "Gracious" 

55   Central   St.,   Saxonville,   Mass. 

Glee    Club. 
Y.   W.   C.   A. 
Baseball. 
Canning:. 

The  Crocker  girls  can't  seem  to  understand 
why  Grace  is  such  an  early  riser,  but  I  think  I 
have  it:  (1)  She  has  a  very  good  appetite  (likes 
cottage  chees  n'  everythin')  and  she  wants  to 
make  sure  she  is  on  time  for  her  meals.  (2) 
She  is  from  Saxonville  and  I  think  it  is  custom- 
ary "over  there"  to  rise  early.  Grace  is  an  all 
around  good  teacher,  and  all  her  pupils  worship 
her,  but  I  fear  when  she  has  a  school  of  her 
own  that  the  pupils  won't  have  much  of  a  chance 
to  become  acquainted  with  her.  You  ask  why? 
Well — Gracie  is  too  fond  of  housekeeping.  Fram- 
ingham girls  who  know  Grace  will  always  re- 
member that  she  has  been  a  cheerful  friend  to  all 
of  us,  and  one  whom  we  never  want  to  forget. 


WYER,    ALICE  "Brookie" 

Woburn. 
Y.   W.   C.  A. 
Lend-a-Hand. 
Play. 

Do  you  remember  that  very  quiet  girl  from 
Woburn?  It  seems  she  was  very  shy  when  she 
first  came  to  join  us  here  and  had  the  habit  of 
suddenly  disappearing  under  the  table,  but  since 
then  has  changed  greatly.  She  is  well-known  by 
her  canning  work,  especially  at  home,  as  we 
found  out  when  Mr.  Brown  came  here  from  Wo- 
burn. How  often  we  have  heard  in  the  corridor 
"Has  anybody  seen  my  white  skirt,  I  washed  it 
last  week  and  I  haven't  seen  it  since,"  or  about 
some  other  article  which  had  been  misplaced  or 
else  put  in  its  real  place,  and  therefore  could  not 
be  found. 
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The  H.  A.  Juniors  who  shipped  into 
school  in  September  of  1917,  started  on 
the  road  of  destiny  as  dutiful  Middle 
Juniors  on  Sept.  11,  1918.  Needless  to 
say,  we  all  started  full  of  ambition,  with 
the  idea  that  all  would  not  be  play. 

As  a  class,  we  had  our  thumbs  in  every 
pie.  The  first  thing  given  was  a  faculty 
reception  to  the  Juniors,  at  which  we 
served.  In  order  to  acquaint  the  Juniors 
with  the  X.  P.  K.,  we  gave  them  a  series 
of  afternoon  teas.  Our  class  was  well 
represented  in  the  Harvard  and  Yale 
game,  the  United  War  Work  Campaign 
and  the  Christmas  Party.  We  were 
proud  to  have  Alice  McCool  elected  pres- 
ident of  the  Y.  W.  C.  A.  and  other  mem- 
bers of  our  class  chosen  for  the  cabinet. 


In  February,  the  wisteria  bloomed! 
Why?  Oh,  for  the  Man  Dance!  The  air 
was  tilled  with  cries — "My  man  can't 
come."  "Let's  see  your  dress."  "You're 
wanted  on  the  phone."  "Special  Delivery!" 
until  the  last  couple  was  ushered  in. 
The  dance  was  all  we  hoped  for,  but  11:30 
came  so  soon  that  many  of  us  lost  our 
dance  with  somebody's  "Bobby"  or 
"Simp."  We  haven't  forgotten  the  morn- 
ing after,  either! 

Our  time  now  is  spent  in  getting 
ready  for  the  class  play,  "The  Man  Who 
Stayed  at  Home." 

On  the  whole,  the  year  has  been  a 
pleasant  one  but  we'll  never  forget  the 
chem.  charts,  drafts,  and  H.  A.  recita- 
tions. 
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From  morning  till  evening  on  the 
eleventh  of  September,  two  hundred  and 
one  juniors  laboriously  made  their  way 
up  Normal  Hill.  But  when  we  reached 
the  school  we  found  that  the  breeze  at 
the  top  of  the  hill  was  well  worth  the 
climb.  Many  suit  cases  and  traveling 
bags  were  bulging  with  almost  forgot- 
ten necessities  for  our  longed-for  stay  at 
Framingham  Normal  School. 

In  the  middle  of  the  summer  most  of 
us  had  received  a  letter  from  a  member 
of  the  Normal  School  Young  Women's 
Christian  Association,  giving  us  a  hearty 
welcome  to  the  school.  We  newcomers 
sincerely  appreciated  the  smile  and 
greeting  which  came  from  girls  to  whom 
we  had  not  been  formally  introduced, 
for  it  showed,  the  spirit  of  friendliness 
and  hospitality  which  we  have  noticed 
throughout  the  year. 

Just  after  we  had  started  well  on  our 
way  for  a  good  year  of  work,  the  spectre 
"Fluey"  appeared  in  this  part  of  the 
country,  and  hence  the  school  was  closed 
for  four  weeks.  When  school  reopened 
we  all  returned  but  one  who  had  been 
taken  away  by  the  disease. 

Shortly  after  our  return  the  class  or- 
ganized, and  elected  Dorothy  Hirst,  pres- 
ident, Esther  Perry,  secretary,  and  Bertha 
Thompson,  treasurer.  The  iirst  good 
time  to  drive  away  the  blues  was  a  "get- 
acquainted  party"  given  by  the  Y.  W.  C. 
A.  Dancing  was  a  big  feature  which 
helped  us  to  become  acquainted  with  one 
another.  Many  games  were  enjoyed,  one 
of  which  was  directed  by  Dr.  Chalmers, 
and  kept  us  in  a  roar  of  laughter.  We 
labelled  ourselves  with  our  names  and  at 


the  end  of  the  evening  found  it  was 
quite  a  stunt  to  remember  the  names  of 
those   with  whom   we   had   talked. 

After  all  the  danger  of  influenza  was 
over,  the  faculty  gave  the  Junior  Class 
a  reception.  The  hall  was  prettily  dec- 
orated with  large  plants  and  ferns  which 
served  as  a  background  for  the  receiv- 
ing line.  During  the  afternoon  our 
school  orchestra  played,  and  refreshments 
were  served  by  the  Middle  Juniors.  This 
reception  gave  the  Juniors  and  new  mem- 
bers of  the  faculty  a  fine  chance  to  be- 
come acquainted. 

One  pleasant  afternoon  in  the  late 
fall  we  were  invited  to  make  our  ac- 
quaintance with  the  X.  P.  K.  which  was 
in  gala  dress  for  the  occasion;  both  Har- 
vard and  Yale  banners  reposing  peace- 
fully in  the  same  room.  Fragrant  tea, 
crackers  and  peanuts  were  enjoyed  while 
victrola  music  invited  others  to  drop  in 
for  a  few  minutes. 

The  year  sped  on  so  quickly  that  May 
arrived  before  we  could  get  our  forces 
collected  to  return  the  parties  which  had 
enlivened  our  week-ends  at  the  first  of 
the  year.  During  April  our  entertain- 
ment committee  got  their  heads  together 
and  planned  a  Victory  Party,  which  was 
given  on  the  Friday  evening  of  the  16th 
of  May,  all  of  the  school  invited.  The 
subject  of  entertainment  was  a  series  of 
tableaux  taken  from  the  Victory  Loan 
posters.  Our  orchestra  made  up  of  some 
accomplished  members  of  the  class  fur- 
nished  music   for   dancing. 

As  the  class  of  1921  is  the  largest 
class  that  has  ever  entered  Framingham, 
we  hope  to  make  it  the  very  best. 


The  History  of  the  Regular  Seniors 


June,  1917!  Graduation,  roses,  carna- 
tions, lights,  orchestras,  new  dresses,  pho- 
tographs, excitement,  and  feeling  of  im- 
portance all  out  of  proportion  to  one's 
size.  A  wrist  watch  perhaps,  a  diploma 
of  course,  and  a  leave  taking  of  old  II. 
S.  friends.  Why  in  June  we  were  the 
most   important   people   in   the   town. 

September,  1917!  The  eleventh  to  be 
exact.  A  gay  day,  a  suppressed  feeling 
of  excitement  again.  An  awe!  A  feeling 
of  importance?  Perhaps  we  are  from 
henceforth  for  two  years  to  be  students 
in  the  oldest  Normal  School  in  Ameri- 
ca. When  we  graduate  from  there  as 
Seniors  we  shall  be  really,  truly  teachers, 
wiith  a  diploma  having  the  state  seal,  and 
with  a  position  in  sight  where  we  will  be 
mistress  of  all  we  survey  (our  school- 
room) and  proud  possessor  of  $600  per 
annum.     Who  wouldn't  feel  important? 

Those  never  to  be  forgotten  first  few 
days!  Chapel  first,  we  all  managed  to 
find  the  assembly  hall  and  get  there  by 
8:59  or  9:00  at  the  latest,  because  every- 
one else  was  headed  that  way  and  we 
just  followed  the  crowd.  But  those  other 
rooms!  How  elusive  they  seemed!  Our 
feet  seemed  to  take  us  to  the  wrong  one 
every  time,  to  the  intense,  but  carefully 
hidden  amusement  of  the  Seniors  and 
our  very  evident  confusion.  The  place 
was  a  labyrinth,  stairs  where  we  thought 
doors  ought  to  be,  and  doors  where  we 
had  figured  on  finding  stairs!  But  with 
the  marked  intelligence  that  1919  has 
shown  right  along,  we  soon  got  straight- 
ened out  and  all  went  merrily. 

Those  first  few  days!  We  picked 
beans.  (Disgusting).  We  shelled  beans. 
(Imagine!).  We  shelled  more  beans  (It 
really  isn't  so  bad).  We  picked  beans. 
(It's  rather  fun  isn't  it?)  We  reviewed 
arithmetic  (how  do  you  divide  frac- 
tions?) we  made  sand  table  projects  (I 
never  knew  there  were  such  things),  we 
started  to  learn  how  to  tell  stories  (such 
an  easy  thing).  We  started  geography 
with  the  planetissimal  theory  and  the 
nebular  hypothesis  (I  had  to  fly  for  the 
enclyclopedia),  we   were   "physically   ex- 


amined" (I  wonder  if  I  have  a  curvature 
or  flat  feet)  and  in  between,  Miss  King- 
man (isn't  she  a  peach  and  has  such 
wonderful  hair)  looked  out  for  us,  and 
made  us  feel  at  home  in  that  wonderful 
place,  F.  N.  S. 

After  a  time  we  got  our  "bearings" 
and  got  somewhat  acquainted  through 
the  kindly  efforts  of  the  Seniors  who 
sweetly  deigned  to  smile  on  us,  and  Puri- 
tianally  invited  us  "Wild  Indians"  to  a 
party,  while  the  Middle  Juniors  seized  on 
ns  as  good  ones  to  try  their  X.  P.  K. 
stunts  on,  and  so  gave  us  a  tea,  while 
the  faculty  invited  us  in  new  and  strange 
things  under  the  prosaic  names  of  geog- 
raphy, history,  science,  and  gardening, 
and  all  the  rest  of  those  subjects,  we 
would  have  to  teach  when  we  had  a 
"school  of  our  own."  The  very  thought 
of  teaching  these  things  when  we  seemed 
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to  know  so  little  about  them,  made  us 
gasp.  Then  to  prove  that  they  were 
really  human  even  if  they  did  know  so 
much,  they  gave  us  a  war  party  and 
presto!  We  were  really  at  home. 

In  the  meantime  in  order  to  have  a 
realy  "classy"  feeling  and  following  the 
usual  custom,  we  organized  as  a  class 
with  Ruth  Kunhardt,  an  H  A.,  as 
president,  and  one  of  us  Regulars,  Phyl- 
lis Winkler,  as  secretary  and  treasurer. 
Good  old  Phil!  Her  carefully  worded  re- 
ports, her  good  natured  drawl,  with  a 
lift  of  the  eyebrows  on  "Respectfully 
submitted." 

After  "coining  out"  in  F.  N.  S.  society, 
by  organizing  our  class,  we  decided  to 
begin  entertaining,  as  the  upper  classes 
had  been  so  kind  to  us,  so  we  began  on 
the  Seniors.  After  much  discussion,  de- 
bating, deciding  and  undeciding,  it  was 
voted  to  give  them  a  yachting  party,  so  a 
yachting  party  it  was!  It  went  off  splen- 
didly, all  smooth  sailing  (to  be  nautical 
as  befits  a  sailing  party),  and  everyone 
had  the  "time  of  their  lives"  listening  to 
local  talent,  not  keeping  study  hour,  and 
being  refreshed  with  refreshments.  Not 
one  of  the  passengers  or  crew  were  sea- 
sick ! 

The  famous  Harvard-Yale  game  then 
appeared.  Red  and  Blue  trimmings,  ex- 
citement, costumes  Hying  around,  middies 
and  bloomers  disappearing  around  cor- 
ners. Well,  it  was  a  hard  fight  and  Yale 
came  out  on  top,  but  Harvard  will  turn 
the  tables  next  year  (we  hope). 

Next  on  our  list  to  entertain  were 
the  Middle  Juniors.  And  the  only  man 
at  the  party  was  very  particular  who  his 
wife  should  be.  All  went  well  and  the 
bride  and  groom  went  off  happy  for  ever 
after   (?). 

Middle  of  February.  First  half  of 
year  past.  Report  cards  due.  Need  I 
say  anything  about  this  event?  Dear 
reader,  if  you  have  graduated  from  Nor- 
mal School  you  need  nothing  else  to  con- 
vey to  you  an  idea  of  our  emotions  at 
this  time.  If  you  have  not  been  fortun- 
ate enough  to  attend  such  a  school,  es- 
pecially our  school,  dear  old  F.  N.  S., 
you  must  imagine  yourself  in  our  place, 
young  ladies  in  a  professional  school, 
studying  all  sorts  of  things  that  sounded 
like  Greek  to  you  at  the  first  of  the  year; 
making  lesson-plans,  giving  teaching  les- 


sons, learning  how  to  tell  stories,  doing 
construction  work,  sewin'  even,  doing 
their  level  best  to  develop  a  "profes- 
sional attitude"  and  then  have  the  time 
arrive  when  our  report  cards  go  home 
to  our  parents  with  our  marks  for  the 
first  half  year.  We  are  excited?  Well, 
rather! 

With  report  cards  comes  a  change  of 
program.  Half  of  us  beseiged  the  other 
half  to  find  out  the  degree  of  difficulty 
of  the  new  subjects  we  were  to  have 
next  half,  if  the  teachers  were  "easy",  if 
there  was  much  outside  work,  if  we  had 
lesson  plans  to  make  out,  if  we  had  to 
teach?  We  heard  so  many  opinions, 
warnings,  cautions,  assurances  and  the 
like,  that  we  decided  we  learn  by  expe- 
rience, so  we  inarched  into  our  new 
classes  ready  for  the  worst.    We  got  it. 

"When  duty  whispered  low,  'Thou 
must,'"  our  class  replied  "all  right,  we'll 
each  obey  duty  86  cents  worth,"  so  when 
it  was  our  duty  to  buy  a  liberty  bond  we 
bought,  taxing  each  member  86  cents. 
When  it  was  our  duty  to  subscribe  to  the 
Whittemore  Memorial  gateway,  we  gave 
our  Liberty  bond  for  the  purpose  of 
beautifying  the  grounds  around  the  gate- 
way. 

Spring  has  come,  season  beloved  of 
poets  and  baseballers.  Behold  us  issue 
forth  from  the  lower  regions  of  Wells 
Hall,  i.  e.,  the  "gym"  in  sneakers,  mid- 
dies, bloomers,  with  bats,  balls,  etc. 
We  march  down  the  hill  to  the  diamond 
and  "play  the  game,"  or  rather  make  a 
bluff  at  it.  We  did  some  wonderful 
things  down  there;  things  not  generally 
done  in  good  baseball  society;  things 
which  caused  Miss  Shepardson  to  gasp 
and  the  class  to  laugh  until  they  were 
too  weak  to  play  any  more.  As  I  con- 
template now  on  those  scenes,  I  can  see 
in  my  mind's  eye  "Kelley  at  the  bat," 
May  Lettany  making  her  home  runs,  Dee 
Howe  sliding  bases  in  regular  style  (I 
wonder  who  taught  her  how?)  and  the 
rest  of  us  lying  on  the  grass  "regular 
baseball  fans." 

Oh!  the  enchanting  joys  of  spring 
when  gardening  came  along!  To  delve  in 
the  rich,  brown  loam  with  one's  hands; 
to  remove  superllous  impediments  such 
as  stones,  sticks,  witch  grass,  etc.;  to 
handle  the  cunning  rakes  and  spades;  to 
feel   the    friendly    sun    beating   down    on 
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one's  neck;  to  plant  the  queer 
seeds,  to  see  them  spring  up  profusely 
in  spots,  and  lie  dormant  in  other  spots; 
to  weed  said  plants  with  said  rakes  and 
hands  (mostly  hands),  with  said  sun 
gently  warming  said  neck  in  said  friendly 
manner,  and  then  get  up  next  morning 
with  a  queer  sensation  in  said  neck  (also 
pains  in  other  points  of  compass),  such 
are   the   rural   pleasures   of  gardening. 

But  really,  after  such  trifles  as  bugs, 
weeds,  and  pains,  it  was  a  great  satis- 
faction to  look  at  one's  own  patch  with 
its  long  straight  (?)  rows  of  green 
things,  and  hear  Mr.  Meier  say  "Well  done, 
thou  good  and  faithful  gardener."  Mr. 
Meier  was  always  most  kind  and  consid- 
erate, except  in  the  times  he  chose  to 
mark  us  on  our  ability  as  "tillers  of  the 
soil,"  for  he  generally  selected  just  the 
afternoon  when  we  had  decided  it  was 
too  hot  to  pull  weeds  and  went  home 
early  leaving  our  gardens  in  a  deplor- 
able condition.  If  the  quality  of  our  fu- 
ture positions  depended  on  the  appear- 
ance of  our  gardens,  I'm  afraid  some  of 
us  would  have  to  select  some  new  field 
of  labor  to  earn   our  living. 

Then  came  Field  Day,  a  real  one  too, 
It  sure  was  great.  Visions  of  our  ability 
in  baseball  instantly  arose,  but  we  put 
them  aside,  and  prudently  decided  to 
leave  that  out  of  the  list  of  our  achieve- 
ments as  athletes.  Well,  it  was  a  great 
day  although  we  lost  everything  but  the 
obstacle  race  (we  always  aim  to  over- 
come  obstacles). 

Graduation  approaches!  Practising  of 
the  "Hallelujah  Chorus,"  chiefly.  Some 
more  practicing,  threats  from  conductor 
— more  practising,  more  threats!  We  Jun- 
iors green  with  envy  to  think  of  those 
Seniors  getting  out  of  so  many  studies 
in  order  to  rehearse,  also  longing  on 
part  of  Juniors  for  June  1919  to  come, 
when  we  would  be  "fussed"  over  and 
excused  from  class  to  practice  Class  Day 
"stunts". 

Graduation!  Ah!  rosey,  balmy  days, 
excited  Seniors  and  awed  Juniors.  Ev- 
eryone anxious  in  general  about  "Halle- 
lujah Chorus"  except  Mr.  Archibald.  He's 
as  cool  as  a  cucumber.  Everything  fine 
and  "thrilly."  Teary  farewells  to  Seniors. 

"Goodby,  girls!  Till  September,  then 
we'll  be  Seniors — wonder  what  I'll  get 
on  my  card? — Be  sure  and  write.  Au 
revoir  everybody!" 


September!  Seniors!  A  time  waited 
for,  longed  for,  hoped  for,  for  a  year.  If 
you  had  been  around  at  this  time  you 
would  have  noted  that  our  intellectual 
brows  were  knit  in  a  responsible  way, 
and  although  we  may  have  forgotten  our 
professional  attitude  for  a  moment,  we 
soon  found,  or  were  reminded,  that  we 
were  students  of  Framingham  Normal, 
the  first  Normal  School  in  America,  and 
"teachers-to-be."  The  first  morning  of  the 
new  school  year  found  us  seated  on  the 
rifeht  hand  side  of  the  hall,  as  befitted 
Seniors,  and  in  our  old  places  in  the 
centre  seats,  sat  the  newcomers,  the  Jun- 
iors of  1919.  We  smiled  complacently  on 
them  and  then  riveted  our  attention  on 
Dr.  Chalmers,  for  from  him  we  were  to 
learn  our  "fate"  that  is,  to  what  division 
we  would  be  assigned,  and  hoping  sin- 
cerely that  we  wouldn't  be  put  in  "Senior 
A"  for  they  were  to  be  assigned  to  Prac- 
tice School  first.  At  last  the  tension  was 
broken,  and  the  twelve  fated  Senior  A's 
filed  down  to  meet  Miss  Finley,  while  the 
rest  of  us  went  in  search  of  our  programs, 
momentarily  relieved. 

"Tied  up"  is  every  regular  Senior's 
mind  with  Miss  Finley's  of  course.  Prac- 
tical School  (association  of  ideas!)  Ah! 
Now  we  are  getting  down  to  "hard,  cold 
facts,"  (somehow  this  sounds  familiar!). 
It  is  the  climax,  the  grand  "finale"  of 
our  course  in  F.  N.  S.  For  the  A's  it 
comes  at  the  "beginning  of  the  end,"  for 
B's  the  "middle  of  the  end"  and  for  C's 
at  the  "end  of  the  end,"  but  it  comes  in- 
evitably. It  is  looked  forward  to  with 
shivery  anticipation,  it  is  both  longed 
for  and  dreaded.  There,  under  the  eye 
of  the  teacher  who  knows  just  where  the 
introduction  should  end,  and  the  presen- 
tation should  begin;  who  knows  just 
what  question  to  ask,  when  to  ask  it 
and  whom  to  ask,  we  seek  to  enlighten 
that  portion  of  the  American  youth  who 
is — what  shall  I  say? — fortunate  enough 
to  have  one  of  us  for  a  practice  teacher. 
We  prepare  lesson  plans.  We  arrive  at 
school  the  next  morning  with  fear  and 
trembling,  we  feverishly  repeat  our  first 
question  over  and  over  to  ourselves;  we 
rise;  the  children  look  expectantly  tow- 
ard us,  and  happy  are  we  if  we  can  re- 
member that  first  question — or  any  other. 

We  struggle  through,  our  voices  sound- 
ing as  if  they  came  from  another  world, 
we   sit   down   and — Presto!   we   think  of 
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everything  we  should  have  said  and 
didn't.  The  room  teacher  has  the  pa- 
tience to  sit  still  and  listen  with  a  sym- 
pathetic look,  but  I'd  give  a  "penny  for 
her  thoughts."  We  do  get  the  benefit  of 
some  of  her  thoughts  after  school.  I  have 
often  wondered  just  what  she  thought  of 
"turning  such  beings  as  we  are  loose 
among  the  unsuspecting  children."  But 
I  suppose  it  will  be  all  in  one's  career, 
especially  if  one's  career  is  being  a 
school-mar'm. 

But  Substituting!  That's  different. 
That  is  the  first  real  taste  of  the  teaching 
life.  You  walk  into  your  room  with  as 
much  of  a  professional  attitude  as  vou 
can  scare  up  for  the  occasion;  the  chil- 
dren survey  their  new  teacher  and  im- 
mediately proceed  to  "try  her  out."  You 
start  to  try  them  out  also.  Sometimes 
you  remember  the  "five  formal  steps" 
oftener  not;  sometimes  you  try  to 
find  out  what  their  "aporeciative  mass" 
is,  more  often  you  don't  even  think  of 
that.  Usually  your  chief  business  is  to 
maintain  "discinhne"  with  a  gentle  but 
firm  hand  and  let  them  know  who's 
"boss".     I  have   not  spoken   of  the  pecu- 


niary value  of  substitution,  namely,  one 
dollar  a  day. 

My,  I'm  all  out  of  breath  talking 
about  practice  school,  and  I  forgot  to  say 
we  organized  a  class  with  Olive  Foster, 
president,  Phyllis  Winkler,  secretary, 
aid  Dorothy  Carter,  treasurer.  Where 
could  we  have  found  a  better  group  of 
officers  to  lead  us  through  the  busy  year? 

The  most  excitng  matter  and  one  of 
great  importance  was  the  choosing  of 
our  class  rings  and  pins.  Nearly  every 
one  wanted  rings,  so  we  sent  for  samples. 
The  samples  came,  we  decided  on  the 
design  and  presto!  the  inevitable  wom- 
an's nature  came  to  the  fore  and  we 
changed  our  minds.  We  went  through 
it  again  got  an  original  design  for  a 
school  ring,  and  fingers  were  measured, 
rings  were  sent  for,  money  was  handed 
in,  and  in  time  (not  in  due  time  how- 
ever), we  got  our  rings.  We  all  liked 
lliem  too. 

Now  we  are  planning  Graduation  and 
such  a  Graduation  and  Class  Day  this 
school  will  never  see  again.  We  have  ereat 
plans  and  know  they  will  mature.  Then, 
Oh!  then  we  start  out  on  the  long  and 
rough  road  of  teacherdom. 


H.  A.  HISTORY 


JUNIOR  YEAR 

In  a  few  short  months  our  diplo- 
mas will  no  longer  be  tentatatative,  and 
we  shall  have  reached  another  big  "J.  Q. 
P."  Before  we  leave  we  are  here  to  tell 
you  all  about  ourselves,  not  as  others  see 
us,  but  as  we  see  ourselves,  and  others, 
for  these  three  years.  They  say  history 
repeats  itself,  and  that  there  is  nothing 
new  under  the  sun.  That  may  be  so,  for 
there  have  always  been  H.  A.  classes. 
Yet  there  was  never  one  just  like  ours. 
Like  Gaul,  we  were  first  divided  into 
three  parts:  A  class,  B  division,  and  also 
C  division, — C  division  being  sans  French, 
but  avec.  Eng.  Lit. 

So  it  was  three  years  ago  that  we 
first  met  together,  and  Mr.  Whittemore 
called  the  roll.  Then  we  went  down  to 
23.  That  was  before  we  had  copied 
rules,  had  recited  for  shuffled  order  of 
cards,  had  tried  to  cook  without  conser- 
vatism or  the  spilling  of  flour,  and  be- 
fore we  had  been  Housekeepers  I,  II,  ITT 
and  IV.  By  our  tin  plates!  but  we  did 
learn    a   lot   our   Junior   year. 

The  first  days  of  the  school  went  by. 
In  the  meanwhile,  we  had  begun  to 
learn  that  there  are  such  things  in  this 
world  as  Work,  good  hard  work  and  also 
Worry.  Busy,  we  surely  were,  from  one 
week  to  another,  spending  fearful  hours 
in  Chem.  Lab.  (Can  you  not  see  Sammy, 
rat-tattling  and  dreaming  into  space,  or 
Esther  writing  letters,  or  Etta  faintin«, 
or  industrious  Ms  during  extra  experi- 
ments?). 

Yet  we  learned  to  love  our  work. 
How  could  we  help  it  with  everything 
so  new  and  interesting?  There  was  sew- 
ing. We  really  had  never  done  any  be- 
fore. We  learned  how  to  baste  and  how 
to  hem, — first,  the  bags,  green,  blue,  and 
linen  color  (Note:  The  green  has  not 
worn  very  well).  Next,  we  made  those 
famous  aprons,  not  forgetting  to  cut  a 
true  bias,  leaving  no  knots,  which  would 
show  when  garment  was  held  up  to 
light.     And  the  joys  of  drafting!  Also  of 


standard  underwear!  By  the  way,  an 
average-sized  apron  (belonging  to  M.  Me- 
Lellan),  measured  since  shrinking,  294 
inches  of  hemming;  and  since  there  is 
an  average  of  5  stitches  in  %  inch  of 
hemming,  such  an  apron  has  5,880  stitches. 

Physics  we  had  in  Room  3,  and  our 
first  bitter-sweet  taste  of  the  teaching 
profession,  the  first  lesson  being  on  the 
ice  cream  freezer.  Shall  we  ever  forget 
the  little  laws  we  had  in  that  course, 
when  we  visited  the  engine  room,  the 
attic,  and  also  went  into  23  in  the  ca- 
pacity of  calm  observers?  On  another 
tour,  one  day,  we  went  "downt  th' 
House,"  and  learned  all  about  the  hot 
water  heating  system,  and  a  splendid  way 
to  start  the  fire  up  easy  in  the  a.  m. 

Gym  was  great  fun.  The  program 
was    to    precipitate    ourselves    into    our 
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bloomers  and  middies,  change  our  shoes, 
and  wearing  only  black  ties,  stand  in  our 
places  for  the  roll  call.  How  we  marched, 
and  how  we  danced,  and  later,  how  we 
jumped?  over  the  horse.  After  class  was 
dismissed  we  either  took  or  escaped  the 
showers,  depending  upon  our  degree  of 
laziness,  and  whether  we  had  forgotten 
our  bathing  caps. 

Oooooo,  it's  hot!  Eeeeee  it's  cold! 

What  could  be  more  exciting  than  a 
morning  like  this;  two  periods  of  H.  A., 
which  of  course  called  for  a  white  dress, 
an  apron,  towel,  and  holder;  followed  by 
Gym  as  described  above  with  a  different 
costume, — followed  by  English!  Imagine. 
With  wet,  stringing  hair,  shoe  laces 
dangling,  ties  awry,  to  give  oral  themes, 
preferably  from  the  Literary  Diaest. 
Hungry  besides,  form  such  a  strenuous 
morning.  For  all  that,  we  enjoyed  Norway. 

Time  flies,  and  it  did  our  Junior  year. 
Exams  came,  and  then  it  was  with  min- 
gled feeling  that  we  watched  the  post- 
man when  we  were  home  on  vacation. 
After  that,  the  time  flew  all  the  faster, 
until  finally  came  June. 

Graduation  time  of  our  Junior  Year  is 
one  which  we  shall  not  forget.  For  it 
is  our  great  honor  to  have  b<>en  Mr. 
Whittemore's  last  enterino  class,  to  have 
known  him,  and  to  have  loved  him  as  if 
he  were  our  own  father,  and  we  were 
sorry   indeed   to  have  him   leave  us. 

So,  finally,  when  we  had  naid  our 
chem.  bills,  returned  our  locker  keys, 
and  had  packed  our  trunks,  we  went 
back  to  our  "home  towns,"  Juniors  no 
longer. 

MIDDLE  JUNIOR  YEAR 

Middle  Juniors!  Only  too  soon  we 
drew  our  room  numbers  in  the  office  of 
the  New  Dorm.  All  together,  at  last! 
First,  we  unpacked, — down  in  the  trunk 
room,  carrying  our  chattels  perhaps  un 
to  second,  and  then  down  on  first.  East 
Wing.  Oh,  the  joys  of  dormitory  life! 
Study  hour,  you  know,  from  seven  to 
nine,  which  on  Thursday  nights  was  the 
time  to  get  our  laundrv  ready.  Nine  to 
nine-thirty  was  Ihe  time  to  visit  our 
best  friends,  and  to  find  out  wh"t  th^ 
physiology  lesson  was,  and  baths  if  vou 
could  get  a  tub.  By  nine-thirtv  to  ten, 
we  were  all  in  our  rooms,  half  in  bed, 
and  by  ten  o'clock  completely  retired  for 
the  night,  with  lights  out. 


None  of  us  look  back  to  this  time  in 
our  lives  without  more  or  less  pain. 
Many  things  were  tried  out  on  us,  as 
war  recipes,  box  outlines,  and  a  man 
dance.  If  we  had  not  had  to  spend  so 
many  hours  in  attending  class  we  could 
have  had  more  time  to  "do"  mechanical 
drawing,  drafting  and  dressmaking,  tex- 
tiles, advanced  cookery,  organic  chem- 
istry, advanced  chemistry  of  foods,  not 
forgetting  Class  Day  physiology.  Educa- 
tional psychology  methods,  English, 
French  and  gym  and  music,  extra. 

If  you  would  know  any  more  of  our 
fate  as  Middle  Juniors,  you  may  find  an 
account  in  A  division's  private  historv 
(that  worst  division).  Tt  came  from 
their  hearts.  Speaking  of  divisions,  we 
were  still  three.  B  was  the  spoiled 
child!  and  B  was  also  the  division  which 
pulled  together  so  bee-eautifnllv;  while 
C,  like  Kipling's  cat,  "walked  bv  him- 
self and  all  places  were  alike  to  him." 

SENIOR  YEAR 

Once  upon  a  time  there  were  fifty- 
three  girls  who  had  the  Bight  Attitude 
and  who  loved  their  Work,  and  had  out- 
grown being  Middle  Juniors.  They  went 
into  Crocker,  where  they  met  with  self- 
government,  lighting  system,  creaky 
stairs,  handy  mail  box,  a  few  new  rues, 
real  doors  to  the  bath  tubs,  and  cock- 
roaches (that  is  what  an  H.  A.  Senior 
has!),  also  a  pay  station. 

According  to  custom  in  this  fall  of 
1918,  A  division  went  out  teaching,  while 
B  had  to  stav  at  home  and  "shift"  for 
themselves.  Hardly  were  the  napers  re- 
moved from  the  shelves  of  the  serving 
room,  and  hardly  were  the  aprons  for 
the  Children  at  Milford  all  cut  out,  when 
came  that  Epidemic  followed  bv  hastv 
packing,  vacation,  and  letters  from  L.  L. 
W.  every  Monday.  Since  then,  many  of 
the  "young  ladies"  have  had  the  flu  and 
lost  their  hair. 

Back  again,  be~an  life  in  earnest,  all 
Thursdays  being  rain,  all  Fridays  being 
snow.  Many  an  evening  was  spent  in 
telling  how  Elsie  C^rb^ni  san-*  during 
sewing  class,  how  the  pool  table  was 
hard  for  the  children  to  cook  on  at 
Twomblev  House  and  all  the  trials  of  the 
J.  M.  S.  "She  visited  me  all  d^v"  "She 
only  stayed  a  few  minutes — Yes — Yes." 
"She   brought   me   home   in   her   automo- 
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bile."  "She  did  not  like  it  because  I 
taught  sugar   cookery." 

On  Tuesday  evening,  there  used  to  ap- 
pear on  the  living  room  curtain  a  little 
note  (one  of  those  extras),  and  then  the 
teaching  section  went  into  the  dining 
room,  and  were"  taught  to  be  as  "wise  as 
serpents  and  as  the  harmless  as  doves." 
In  the  meantime  everyone  was  making 
gallons  of  agar  with  Birdie's  help,  under 
twenty  pounds  pressure;  and  hats  and 
dresses  with  more  or  less  individual 
guidance,  at  ten  per  cent  discount,  and 
cut  several  miles  on  that  same  true  bias, 
it  being  good  form  to  be  familiar  with 
Susie.  At  the  same  time,  they  learned 
the  prevention  of  malnutrition,  how  to 
hold  it,  all  about  the  little  yellow  chart, 
how  to  do  problems.  The  chocolate 
cream  one  really  had  a  catch.  Oh  you 
top  milk! 

We  could  requisition  in  many  tales  of 
what  we  did.  However,  on  a  pro  tern 
basis,  we  submit  the  following  accounts 
of  a  regular  H.  A.  day  of  it,  according  to 
alphabetical   sequence   of   time. 

Day's  Programme 

6:30  a.m.  Mail  goes  out.  Very  impor- 
tant. 

6:30  a.m.     Ambitious  cooks  rise. 

6:30  a.m.  Teachers  for  near-by  districts 
rise. 

6:30  a.m.  Teachers  for  distant  out-lying 
posts  rise. 

7.  a.m.  Those  indifferently  inclined 
rise. 

7:20  a.m.  Refrigerator  and  Dining  Room 
rise. 

7:25  a.m.     The    rest    rise. 

7:29  a.m.     H.  S.  and  M.  S.  rise. 

7:30  a.m.     Breakfast. 

8:30-8:55  a.m.  Shifting  and  collecting 
notebooks  and  thoughts. 

8:55  a.m..     Mail.     Very  Important. 

9:00-12:00  a.m.  School.  More  or  less. 
Mostly  more. 

12:00  Dinner   in    Crocker   when    ex- 

pedient. 

12:10  p.m.  When  it  isn't. 

12:45  p.m.  Class  meeting. 

1:00  p.m.  Class.  In  which  we  get  the 
Notion. 


1 :45  p.m.  Lecture  on  elimination  of 
waste. 

2:30  p.m.  Lecture  on  wild  plumbing 
tales  I  have  known. 

3:15  p.m.  Lecture  on  Beef  for  (65  wom- 
en 50  men.) 

4:00     p.m.  Dress  for  dinner?  take  a  walk? 

5:00  p.m.  Identification  of  blue  aprons, 
wash  kitchen  dishes,  wash 
spinach,  peel  onions,  cook 
dinner,   set  tables. 

6:30    p.m.  House  meeting. 

6:59     p.m.  Mail.     Most  important. 

7:00     p.m.  Study  hour. 

Interrupted   by   vermin. 
Interrupted   by   Brockton. 
Interrupted  by  Newport. 
Interrupted   by  Taunton. 

8:45  p.m.  Commencement  of  bath-tub 
genesis  and  exodus  to  the 
great  disturbance  of  soaking 
basketry. 

9:30  p.m.  Like  study  hour.  Only  more 
so. 

10:00  p.m.  Still  more  so. 

10:05  p.m.  Some  in  bed,  with  transoms 
covered  with  banners,  blan- 
kets, and  bathrobes. 

10:10  p.m.  Dynamo   changes. 

10:18  p.m.  The  downstairs  people  strag- 
gle  up   to  get  washed. 

10:30  p.m.  All  quiet  except  those  few 
who  are   still  up. 

Thrilled  to  a  peanut.  We  were  all  the 
time.  Picture  Podunk!  And  did  you  know 
how  that  Cay  squttaphratt  pynnen,  Brad 
zhome,  Klei  dmaycomb,  and  how  about  A. 
V.  ate  or  sun?  Ten  years  hence,  and  per- 
haps "two  years  after  the  commence- 
ment," we  all  intend  to  come  back  and 
lead  the  Higher  Life  once  more.  Then 
once  again  we  shall  steal  down  at  night, 
into  the  refrigerator  room  and  get 
weighed,  once  again  we  shall  talk  over 
our  difficulty  factawrs,  and  once  again  we 
shall  go  on  walks  together  in  this  dear 
old  town.  Once  again  we  shall  make  use 
of  nine-tenths  perspiration  and  one-tenth 
inspiration,  and  once,  once  again  we  shall 
drink  in  the  Spirit  of  Framinghain. — ■ 
Back  in  those  college  days. 


The  History  of  a  Division 


Motto:    "Great    oaks    from    little    acorns 
grow." 

One  day,  at  the  end  of  our  Junior  year, 
we  acorns,  the  original  Division  A  (see 
list  of  charter  members,  at  present  pre- 
served in  an  olive  bottle  under  a  certain 
pine  tree),  decided  to  have  a  picnic,  to 
organize,  and  to  keep  it  all  secret.  It  hap- 
pened on  June  13,  1917.  Without  planning 
we  enjoyed  a  similar  affair  the  next  year, 
and  to  our  surprise  on  June  13th.  Can 
you  wonder  that  we  hope  the  student 
activities  committee  will  give  us  that 
day  this   year. 

Violet  Hill,  June  13,  1917. 

It  seems  ages  since  the  first  time  we 
ever  met,  our  Division  A.  How  big  the 
assembly  hall  looked  then  and  so  many 
people  in  it.  Our  division  was  forced  to 
get  what  chairs  we  could  from  the  Biol- 
ogy room,  and  strew  ourselves  in  incon- 
venient places  along  the  room. 

Those  first  few  days  we  were  made  to 
open  our  eyes  to  several  things,  one  of 
them  being  that  we  were  in  a  State  in- 
stitution, and  must  furnish  even  our  pen- 
cils. But  to  come  back  to  where  we  be- 
gan. Let's  see.  Oh,  didn't  the  faculty 
all  look  funny!  Didn't  we  all  look  sol- 
emn! Soon,  however,  came  a  litte  re- 
action, and  even  when  we  crossed  the 
bridge  of  sighs  on  Wednesday  A.  M., 
bound  for  Drawing  and  Chem.,  we  littlr 
realized  into  what  depths  of  desparate 
dispair  we  were   soon   to  plunge! 

Now  with  reaard  to  our  studies,  it  was 
self-evident  that  Chem.  took  most  of  the 
time  we  had  to  spare;  and  next,  it  seems 
hard  to  decide. — H.  A.,  I  guess.  There  we 
had  such  a  spicy  time  that  we  got  a  pret- 
ty good  idea  of  what  was  coming  to  us  in 
our  after  lives.  To  get  along,  you  had  to 
know  your  lesson,  how  to  build  smoke- 
less fires,  how  not  to  spill,  how  to  hurry, 
and  above  all,  to  "please  come  this  way" 
at  moments  critical  to  our  omelets. 

Physics.  What  a  restful,  quiet  hour  in 
comparison,  and  to  hear  the  soothing 
tones  of  one  kind,  considerate  teacher. 
He  filled  us  with  pulleys  and  pumps,  do's 
and  dont's  and  items  from  Cherryville. 


Drawing  sounds  easy,  but  it  got  fiercer 
and  fiercer, — until  at  last  in  desperation, 
we  voted  unanimously  to  forget  or 
else  not  to  understand  what  the  lesson 
was. 

Sewing  was  not  bad.  A  sort  of  elo- 
cution lesson.  The  course  would  be  bet- 
ter if  it  did  not  include  button  holes, 
hemming,  washing,  and  ironing. 

French  soon  came  to  have  a  different 
meaning  to  us.  Instead  of  idioms  and 
irregular  verbs,  we  had  Madam  S.,  and  her 
delightful  travels. 

English.  "Now  have  I  told  you  about 
it,  or  haven't  I?"  The  best  prescription 
for  the  dear  innocent  pupils  in  general,  is 
to  be  on  time.  Be  polite.  Have  some- 
thing very  interesting  to  discuss  for  three 
minutes.  Look  pleasant,  arrange  arms, 
expression,  and  limbs  in  a  lady-like,  at- 
tentive attitude.  Beware  of  "wells,"  "fel- 
lows," and  Browning's  poems. 

With  regard  to  the  dept.  of  Physical 
Education.  Here  our  teacher  was  vocif- 
erous on  what  was  the  keynote  of  the  en- 
tire student  body  toward  us.  In  a  word, 
we  were  the  worst  division.  As  far  as 
Gym.  and  H.  A.  were  concerned,  their 
ideas  were  not  so  far  from  being  right. 

Biology  came  to  us  as  a  sort  of  extra, — 
free,  you  know,  and  no  charges.  At  the 
end,  we  had  got  the  notion  pretty  well, 
from  Pleurococcus  to  Cockroaches. 

And  now  we  are  going  to  part, — our 
dear  Div.  A.  After  a  long  hard  year  of 
either  going  back  and  forth  in  incon- 
venient cars,  or  else  living  up  here  in  in- 
convenient houses. 

How  hard  we  all  worked  together, 
and  how  hard  we  might  have  worked 
when  we  didn't!  Yet  it  has  been  a  pretty 
happy  year  for  us  all,  and  we  have 
learned  to  love  each  other's  little  idio- 
syncrasies. 

Violet  Hill,  June  13,  1918. 
It  was  muggy  in  Hades  that  afternoon. 
In  fact  it  always  is  muggy  there,  being 
such  a  damp,  hot  place.  Even  Charon 
was  grumbling  between  the  trips  in  his 
motor   boat    back    and    forth    across    th~ 
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Styx.  Those  Stygian  waters  are  not  what 
they  used  to  be,  and  in-coming  shades 
get  a  wrong  impression  of  what  life  at 
Hades  really  stands  for.  For  now-a-days 
some  of  the  faster  girls,  who  live  along 
the  Riverside,  have  introduced  canoes; 
and  Dorothy  Murdoek,  Doris  Nelson,  and 
Margaret  Sampson,  paddle  up  and  down, 
until  poor  old  Charon  is  nearly  giddy. 
But  those  poor  girls  are  not  to  be  won- 
dered at.  For  they  have  lost  all  their 
faculties  save  one,  and  that  is  the  faculty 
of  Squeezing. 

On  this  particular  day,  though,  Hades 
was  just  muggy  from  habit,  and  Charon 
was  only  grumbling  from  habit.  All  the 
rest  of  that  illustrious  world  was  in  a 
most  intense  commotion.  For  this  was 
to  be  the  culmination  of  the  festivities 
given  bv  the  smart  set  of  the  under  world. 
Being  all  millionaires  in  their  own  ri«ht, 
there  had  been  no  end  of  pleasure-mak- 
ing. Mrs.  Noah  had  hard  work  chaperon- 
ing all  the  skating  parties  down  on  the 
Pyrex  rink.  Oueen  Elizabeth,  Xantipne, 
and  Mrs.  Pankehurst  had  chummed  to- 
gether and  given  a  house  nartv:  while 
Samuel  Jonson.  Goldsmith.  Dr.  Chalmers 
and  Mr.  Cokell  had  given  a  oink  tea. 

And  now  the  normal  shades  wpre  to 
five  a  dinner  party,  and  on  the  house- 
boat, too.  Any  other  information  may  be 
obtained  from  J.  K.  Bangs.  Grpat  pre- 
parations. The  normal  shades  felt  that 
it  was  to  be  their  golden  opportunity  as 
a  means  of  introducing  themselves.  In- 
vitations had  been  written  out  in  Helen's 
freen  hand.  Onlv  those  who  knew 
beans  were  invited,  as  the  following; 
Ralph  W.  Emerson.  Mrs.  D — .  Mrs.  Ladd. 
Billy  Sunday,  the  Tuskeegee  Singers,  and 
a  deputy  commissioner.  Mil  Martin  and 
Evelyn  waited  on  table  at  this  dinner 
party,  while  Helen  Lebbossiere,  true  to 
her  name,  was  head  waitress.  Port,  as 
usual,  received  the  guests.  While  they 
were  waiting  for  Sam  and  Gladvs  to  fin- 
ish setting  the  table,  Port  did  a  Hawaiian 
dance.  Mrs.  Ladd  remarked  that  even  the 
"chigs  and  pickens"  would  appreciate 
those  contours. 

Finally,  Mil  Shay  announced  the  din- 
ner and  they  all  filed  into  the  dining- 
room.  Being  on  a  house  boat,  it  was  a 
unique  affair  and  worthy  of  description. 
The  table  was  covered  with  a  beautiful 
asbestos  cloth,  with  a  double-damask  ef- 
fect of  mechanical  drawings,  around  the 


edge  of  which  had  been  knit  a  purple 
border  of  yarn,  by  Dot  Leonard.  In  the 
centre  of  the  table  was  a  large  vase  of 
Lillyofthedorm  flowers,  the  stalky  vari- 
ety. The  minutest  details  had  been  ar- 
ranged for.  For  example,  Matty  had 
agreed  to  stand  between  the  kitchen  and 
dining-room,  with  her  mouth  open,  to 
catch  any  flies  which  miaht  happen  in. 
The  only  flaw  during  the  dinner  was 
when  the  Normal  baby,  Dodie,  came 
thumping  in  her  slippers,  with  her  mouth 
wide  open.  It  seems  that  in  trying  to  talk 
she  had  dislocated  it,  and  could  converse 
only  with  her  eyebrows.  Among  the  dishes 
served  were  cleaning  solution  soud,  flan- 
nel-patch pancakes,  sauce  a  la  Evelvn, 
Myernated  beans  served  in  Chilsonian 
style,  Pork  cute  lets  served  on  alibis, 
mashed  "spuds"  seasoned  with  Worcester- 
shire sauce  and  struts,  S.  Ice,  hot-house 
cakes,  etc.,  and  extract  of  Finnan  haddy 
coffee  with  whipped  cream  of  vitriol. 

After  the  last  course,  the  guests  and 
hostesses  adjourned  to  the  main  deck, 
where  Helen  Lebbossiere's  B.  P.  biscuits 
had  been  arranged  for  the  peonle  to  sit 
on.  Here  a  little  entertainment  had  been 
arranged.  Gladys  Silver  sane  a  son?. 
"Shine  on,  oh  Silvery  Moon":  Dot  Mur- 
dock rendered  the  "Bosarv,"  "Oh  Stained 
and  Spotted  One,"  and  "There  will  be  one 
Harris  in  Heaven."  Margaret  Sampson 
was  to  have  given  two  poems  composed 
by  herself,  entitled  "Work  while  yon  Pla^' 
and  Play  while  you  Work,"  and  "Closet, 
My  Closet."  For  some  unknown  reason 
she  did  not  turn  up.  But  Miss  Coss  was 
there,  so  she  gave  them  instead. 

At  last,  towards  the  close  of  the  after- 
noon the  guests  were  escorted  out  to  the 
Stygian  X.  P.  K.,  where  shady  chemists 
were  kept.  Evelyn  had  the  master  kev. 
In  the  first  room  was  Mr.  Howe.  He  was 
cleaning  his  glasses  just  then,  and  did 
not  happen  to  look  up.  The  visitors  no- 
ticed on  his  desk  a  box  outline.  Here  is 
a  reproduction: 

Charts 

I 

Good  for 


Funerals      Conferences 


Coming-out 
parties 


If  not,  why  so? 
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Next,  they  came  to  a  room  which  was 
fitted  up,  all  in  red,  like  a  padded  cell. 
Here  was  one  installed,  with  her  mother, 
on  a  high  chair,  where  she  could  rave 
on  in  peace.  The  next  room  was  One 
which  might  be  called  of  world-wide 
interest.  But  Dotty  Murdock  seemed  to 
be  the  most  concerned.  For  the  Kaiser 
was  there,  and  everything  he  said,  An- 
other was  swallowing  with  a  17.6 
pipette.  The  Kaiser  happened  to  give 
that  well-known  motto  of  his,  "Gott  mit 
uns."  Whereupon  Another  replied  "1 
grant  you  that,  William.  I  wish,  how- 
ever, you  would  ask  Miss  Martin  and 
Miss  Shay  to  look  into  the  matter,  and 
report  next  week." 

Next  the  guests  were  shown  the  me- 
nagerie. At  the  Rabbit  Warren  they  were 
told  that  if  they  saw  anything  they  were 
to  use  their  eyes  and  ask  no  questions. 
On  their  way  back  they  passed 
by  the  slaughter  house,  where  one  of  the 
sirls  we  know  stood  beaming  at  the 
door.  She  does  all  the  slaughtering  there, 
as  she  always  dresses  fit  to  kill.  On  ar- 
riving back  at  the  boat-house,  they  found 
Sammy  and  Gladys  still  at  the  dishes; 
but  as  the  bells  had  already  rung,  they 
wished  them  the  best  of  luck,  and  took 
their  leave,  paddling  away  in  their  own 
canoes.  By  this  time  it  was  dark,  so 
everyone  hurried  home,  back  to  their 
brimstone  houses.  And  all  of  the  guests 
agreed  that  the  swell  set  of  Hades  had 
never  spent  a  more  delightful,  more  shady 
day  in  their  lives. 

Well,  Acorns,  that  was  enough  of 
talk  about  the  lower  regions,  so  now  we 
shall  consider  more  heavenly  subjects. 
Speaking  of  heaven,  connotes  just  what 
our  life  this  year  has  been.  Heaven  in  a 
nut-shell.  Last  year  each  one  of  us  stood 
out  separate  from  the  rest;  but  by  now 
we  are  one  sweet  blend,  and  now  our 
faults  do  not  appear  in  the  same  light. 
You  know  we  are  supposed  to  love  each 
other   for   our   faults, — and    according   to 


that,  we  must  be  extremely  fond  of  each 
other.  A  sort  of  fraternally  yours, — from 
all  along  the  line,  from  Betts  down  to 
Wyer. 

Shall  we  ever  forget  this  year?  of 
Chem.  Lab.,  Mechanical  Drawing,  and 
Mr.  Ried,  when  he  did  come?  Shall  we 
ever  be  so  unhealthful  as  to  forget  our 
Physiology  course?  .  .  .  Never.  It 
seems  now  as  though  we  had  never 
worked  harded  in  our  lives,  or  ever 
would  work  any  harded.  And  still  abused 
in  Gym!  But  cheer  up.  The  worst  is  no 
doubt  yet  to  come. 

That's   all.  Lovingly, 

"The  Writer." 
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IN   THE  VILLAGE 


DAVIS'S  HOUSE 

Davis's  House  is  at  the  foot  of  the 
"back  hill"  off  "Maple  Street."  There 
were  just  four  of  us  at  the  small,  new 
house.  Two  of  us  had  the  strange  habit 
of  hurrying  home  every  week-end.  Can 
everyone  guess  whom  1  mean? 

We  were  always  in  a  hurry  in  the 
morning  and  at  about  7.25  A.  M.  we  started 
on  our  climb  up  the  bill.  In  the  fall  there 
were  dry  leaves  on  the  ground  so  that  we 
slipped  backward  a  good  deal.  In  the 
winter  it  was  icy  so  that  our  progress  up 
the  hill  was  not  very  rapid.  But  worst  of 
all  in  the  spring  there  were  those  terrible 
cows  to  be  looked  out  for. 

In  the  evening  we  frequently  liked  to 
enliven  our  hour  from  9  to  10  with  a  little 
feed  of  some  description,  thanks  to  Mrs. 
Davis  who  kindly  lent  her  kitchen  and 
even  dining-room  to  those  occasions. 
Don't  forget  the  night  when  Etta,  stirring 
the  fudge,  caught  her  bathrobe  on  fire,  or 
when  Dennie  contributed  "Cream  of  Cel- 
ery Soup"  to  our  evening  meal.  And  say, 
"Davites,"  how  about  the  night  when 
Amy's  company  came  and  brought  their 
own  lunch?  And  the  other  member  of 
our  little  band  of  Juniors  who  managed 
to  do  nothing  to  distinguish  herself  except 
to  incessantly  giggle. 


Mac  surely  can  cook.  But  if  one  of  us 
were  ill  she  was  right  there,  too,  with 
"Mother's"  remedies. 

Do  you  remember  the  long  conference 
we  had  with  Mr.  Whittemore?  Can't  for- 
get it,  can  we.  Neither  will  Brad  forget 
that  call  he  made.  Quite  a  reception  for 
the  poor  unsuspecting  male. 

"Oh,  I'm  so  tired!"  Poor  Chris!  But 
never  mind  we  all  understand  that  feel- 
ing more  or  less  now.  Edith  was  always 
so  busy  she  never  had  time  to  be  tired, 
but  she  never  missed  a  good  time. 

Dotty  had  a  failing  of  inviting  Seniors 
and  faculty  to  spend  study  hours  with 
us,  and  several  times  they  didn't  leave  till 
—Did   you   say   10  P.  M.  Dot? 

Fanny,  will  you  forget  the  night  Grace 
decorated  your  rug  with  rarebit?  or 
again  "Giggles"? 

Then  our  Mr.  Brown,  the  most  abused 
and  adored  man  in  the  town.  Yes,  let- 
ters for  all:  Frany,  Somerville;  Ede  and 
Chris,  Dedham;  Bert,  Amherst;  Mil,  Har- 
vard, and  Dot,  Tufts. 

We  were  a  jolly  bunch  of  six,  so  let's 
give  three  cheers  for  our  first  home  at 
F.N.S.,  Mrs.  Mac's. 


MRS.  MAC'S  ON  THE  SUNNY  SIDE  OF 
"THE  HILL" 

Ting-a-ling-a-ling-a-ling! 

Well,  which  is  it,  girls?  That  6.30  bell 
of  Mrs.  Mac's  or  a  phone  call  for  Mi 
No!  it's  time  to  arise,  Millie.  Will  any  of 
us  forget  that  sickening  sensation  when 
we  knew  we  must  get  up,  but  wasn't 
Mrs.  Mac  a  dear  to  close  all  our  windows 
on  those  cold  mornings? 

Then  will  you  ever  forget  the  feeds 
girls?  Shrimp-wiggles,  toast,  tea,  and 
straw-berry    short-cake!      Oh   joy!      Mrs. 
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JOHNSON  HOUSE 

Seven  Cross!!  But  instead  of  seven, 
there  were  eleven  of  us,  innocent,  trust- 
ing Juniors,  six  Regulars  and  five  H.A.'s. 
It  didn't  take  us  long  to  get  acquainted 
and  learn  some  of  the  best  and  tne  worst 
of  each  other.  We  soon  lost  some  of  our 
innocence  and  trustfulness  and  were 
happy  in  spite  of  a  few  minor  troubles, 
such  as  only  one  bath  a  week,  no  visiting 
during  study  hour,  lights  out  at  10  P.  M., 
or  before  (.usually  before),  and  strong- 
lunged  infants  wlio  insisted  on  crying 
when  we  wanted  peace  and  quiet.  We 
enjoyed  life  together  for  one  snort  year, 
and  then  we  parted,  to  meet  in  the  shel- 
ter of  the  New  Dorm.  Farewell  forever 
to  the  simple  life  on  Cross  street. 

BROWN'S 

"Now  I  roar  my  bean  right  off''  when 
1  think  of  down  at  Brown's,  the  home  of 
the  Hula-Hulas.  "Oh  Henny,"  what  a 
time  we  had.  Anything  from  hospital 
wards  to  midnight  sings,  then  "1  knew 
it"  a  rap  on  the  wall  and  "Girls  it's  time 
you  went  to  sleep."  But  there  was  one 
time  when  we  were  not  asleep,  when  the 
burning  alcohol  ran  all  over  the  table 
and  where  that  noted  red  ilannel  bath- 
robe played  the  part  of  a  lire  extinguish- 
er. But  it  wasn't  much  of  an  extin- 
guisher, for  what  did  it  do  but  catch  on 
lire  itself,  then  out  the  window  the  red 
ilaming  thing  was  thrown,  only  to  land 
on  a  pile  of  dried  leaves: — result  Mrs. 
Brown  came  Hying  upstairs  double-quick 
to  see  what  was  going  on,  and  the  occu- 
pants of  the  room  slept  elsewhere  that 
night.  "What  ailed  us"  the  night  of  the 
Middle  Junior  drama,  we  all  had  men — 
but  what  a  time  we  had  gathering  them 
together: — there  were  telephones  and 
specials,  and  telephones  some  more.  But 
horrors  upon  horrors  when  the  door- 
bell began  to  ring.  "No  we  couldn't  an- 
swer it,"  but  Miss  Brown  must,  now 
"there  wasn't  that  pretty"?  The  end  of 
the  year  came  all  too  soon  and  our  good 
times  ended  with  a  house  party  at  Spring- 
field. Never  could  one  forget  the  pic- 
ture (had  they  seen)  of  six  girls  bur- 
dened with  suit-cases,  coats,  umbrellas, 
tennis  rackets  and  all  small  incidentals, 
which  had  failed  to  go  into  their  trunk, 
racing  across  Central  Square,  Framing- 
ham,  for  the  Worcester  car. 


EMERSON  "HALL" 

The  little  white  house  at  24  Maple 
street  could  only  hold  four  ot  us,  but  my 
we  were  happy.  Such  minor  details  as 
that  aweful  lml  to  climb  with  its  ferocious 
cows,  or  icy  covering;  lessons  hard  and 
long;  a  little  coal  gas,  or  rainy  weather 
could  not  dampen  our  usually  happy 
spirits. 

"Bert,"  little  but  decided,  often  helped 
pass  many  a  lively  hour,  Marguerite  al- 
ways known  as  "Hiram,''  then  we  two  tne 
only  veterans,  "Dot"  and  Helen,  to  sticic 
through  many  a  storm. 

Many  good  times  we  know,  such  as 
candy  maKing  on  an  electric  iron  banked 
by  books,  and  even  now  a  cleaner  spot  is 
perceptible  on  the  old  rug,  because  of  an 
awful  spill.  And  again,  that  memorable 
Sunday  afternoon,  when  two  stalwart  gen- 
tlemen called  to  see  Helen,  but  succeeding 
only  in  meeting  "Dot,"  in  undressed  hair, 
at  a  half  closed  door,  then  those  terrible 
hours  of  agony  we  spent,  fearing  the 
wrath  of  judgment  in  the  form  of  a  sum- 
mons to  the  office.  However,  we  will 
never  forget  those  days — our  first  at  F.N.S. 

"THE   DYERY" 

The  most  characteristic  thing  about 
the  "Dyery"  bunch  was  the  way  our 
numbers  dwindled.  We  lost  one  the  first 
day,  and  another  the  next;  then  "Peter" 
moved  to  another  room  and  finally  to  an- 
other house.  Myrtis  and  Bessie  followed 
suit,  but  Hilda  and  Pappy  came  to  take 
their  places.  Meanwhile  Gooze  took 
batchelor  apartments  in  the  rear  of  the 
house,  leaving  Peg  sole  and  lonely,  where- 
upon Peg  joined  Myrtis  and  Bessie  at  the 
Frosty  place  on  Winter  street,  and  Pappy 
took  Peg's  room.  This  was  a  happy  ar- 
rangement until  Pappy  left  us  for  the  joys 
of  the  Farm  House  and  Gooze  went  to  the 
Dorm.  Then  Hilda,  in  a  vain  attempt  to 
keep  up  the  reputation  of  the  house  moved 
into  the  front  room,  but  Sam  stayed  true 
to  her  first  love  and  didn't  even  change 
her  furniture  about. 

Do  not  think,  however,  that  the  whole 
year  was  a  continual  moving  day,  for  we 
had  many  good  times.  On  the  very  first 
night  we  had  an  unexpeected  visit  from 
the  old  girls  and  Gooze  and  Bessie  were 
forced  to  take  refuge  in  the  closet  until 
the  party  was  over.  The  second  night 
saw    another   party.     Myrtis,   Bessie    and 
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Sam  sauntered  up  the  hill  for  a  six  o'cloci.. 
dinner  only  to  lind  that  the  meal  was 
half  over.  They  being  timid  Juniors 
went  back  down  the  hill  and  feasted  on  a 
mince  pie,  a  quart  of  milk  and  three  hot 
dogs.  It  was  not  long  before  we  learned 
the  art  of  making  fudge  over  a  kerosene 
lamp.  (One  takes  her  turn  holding  the 
pan.)  Soon  fudge  parties  and  masquer- 
ades became  our  chief  delight.  (Note: 
Peter  makes  a  fine  Turk.)  We  took  our 
share  of  hikes.  October  12  found  a  party 
climbing  Nobscot,  and  a  month  later 
some  of  us  hiked  to  Concord,  returning 
by  train.  We  had  a  lunch  that  wa-, 
packed  for  twenty  to  divide  among  five! 
Sam's  was  the  first  birthday  party;  then 
came  Pete's  at  which  we  all  joined-  to- 
gether in  matrimony,  the  only  haw  being 
that  Gooze  lost  a  comb  and  something 
else  out  the  window.  Gooze  was  always 
able  to  regalle  us  with  accounts  of  her 
past,,  present  and  future  illnesses,  with 
excellent  demonstrations  of  all.  One 
evening  as  we  were  reviving  her  with 
smelling  salts  she  accidentally  had  the 
whole  bottle  poured  down  her  throat.  She 
lives  to  tell  the  tale;  but  if  ever,  dear 
reader,  you  think  she  is  not  all  there, 
remember  that  she  left  her  appendix  at 
the  Framingham  Hospital. 

Nearly  the  last  thing  of  the  year  was 
the  spread  that  Sam  gave;  after  that  we 
were  more  separated.  Yet,  however  sep- 
arated we  may  be  in  years  to  come,  our 
thoughts  will  often  turn  to  our  first  year 
together  at  the  "Dyery." 


ROGERS'   HOUSE 

Lest  we  forget,  why  not  recall  some 
of  our  pleasant  memories  of  the  Roger- 
ites?  Don't  we  look  like  a  happy  bunch? 
Well,  let  me   tell  you  we   are. 

Invariably  at  ten  o'clock  we  would 
hear,  "Are  ye's  all  in  bed — 'tis  time.  Mr. 
Whittemore  might  just  be  passing  by." 
How  the  girls  did  delight  in  doing  "cal- 
oge"  stunts.  I  remember  one  night— my 
it  was  warm  inside — we  decided  to  move 
our  matresses  out  on  the  back  porch  and, 
right  here  let  me  tell  you,  it  was  a  very 
weak  sort  of  a  structure  (2  by  4)  held  up 
by  four  mere  posts.  When  we  all  came 
to  the  conclusion  to  turn  over,  "Clelly" 
would  give  the  signal  and  over  we  would 
go. 


We  never  found  week  ends  "dead" 
because  right  over  the  front  porch  El 
had  her  domicile  and  everybody  flocked 
there  to  watch  the  passers  by.  How  agree- 
able we  all  were,  "Molly"  offering  solos, 
Pendy's  everlasting  giggle,  "El"  with  a 
witty  remark  every  five  minutes,  "Mil" 
always  ready  to  start  something  and 
"Pudge"  a  good  listener.  Curling  irons 
were  very  expensive  so  we  always  sub- 
stituted brown  tissue  paper.  What  lec- 
tures we  used  to  get  for  using  this  ac- 
cessory when  "it  cost  so  much  to  live." 
We  must  not  forget  to  mention  "Mother 
Rogers."  My,  she  was  good  to  us  girls. 
So  many  times  we  would  see  her  ascend- 
ing the  staircase  with  "goodies"  for  us. 
Aside  from  our  good  times  we  did  spend 
a  great  deal  of  time  in  study.  H.  A.  rules 
and  chemistry  were  the  trials  of  our  life 
but  we  stuck  them  out  and  here  we  are 
good  healthy,  cheerful  girls,  not  regret- 
ting a  thing  we  had  to  do. 
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BLAKE  HOUSE 

"If  your'e  in  doubt  just  what  to  do, 
But  still  your  heart  is  warm  and  true, 
Remember  what  we've  done  for  you. 
And   think   of   Blake   House. 

"If  its   really   your  intent 
And  on   success   your  ever  bent, 
Then  every  word  is  truly  meant, 
You'll  not  forget   Blake   House. 

"If  you  love  the  dear  old  place, 
Keep   at   the   work   in   every   race, 
For  it  was   there  we  set   the  pace, 
In  '17  at  Blake  House." 

Mrs.  H.  W.  Blake. 


"Mother"  Blake's  poem  expresses  the 
feeling  of  every  one  of  the  ten  girls 
who  were  at  Blake  House  their  first  year. 
What  good  times  we  had!  Of  course 
there  was  work  to  do,  such  as  getting 
up  at  five  o'clock  to  work  in  "Chem. 
Lab,"  but  in  between  times  we  managed 
to  find  enough  time  to  learn  to  know  a 
few  Seniors  well  enough  to  invite  them 
to  "eats"  occasionally. 


Among  the  numerous  events  which 
took  place  in  first  year  was  "The  Circus." 
Do  you  remember  the  band  that  Blake 
House  furnished  for  that  grand  occasion? 
Alice  Chick  was  elected  to  be  our  leader 
and  we  couldn't  have  chosen  a  better  di- 
rector. What  noises  came  forth  from  the 
top  floor  of  our  house,  during  the  re- 
hearsals? 

At  the  end  of  the  year  Mrs.  Blake 
gave  us  a  party  where  we  had  delicious 
strawberry  shortcake  and  coffee  mousse. 
We  read  "The  Blakesonian,"  a  year  book 
that  we  had  written  because  we  wanted 
to  keep  something  to  look  at  when  we 
get  to  be  old  ladies.  Such  fun  we  did 
have,  reading  each  girl's  "write-up"  which 
included  slams  galore;  but  what  did  we 
care! 

So  before  we  could  realize  what  had 
happened  to  us  we  had  finished  our  first 
year  at  Framingham  and  were  back 
again  to  start  our  middle  junior  year. 
There  are  many  sweet  memories  in  our 
hearts  of  Blake  House. 
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STONE  MANSION 
1916-1917 

You  know  that  big  gray  house  on  the 
corner  of  Worcester  Street  and  Maynard 
Road — well,  that's  "Stone  Mansion"  where 
"all  the  little  pebbles"  were  guarded  by 
Aunt  Nellie  and  Uncle  David. 

From  the  first  night  Eleanor  Bourne's 
room  on  second  was  the  rendezvous  for 
all.  Will  you  ever  forget  that  night  when 
we  gathered  to  exchange  family  histories 
and  inspect  picture  galleries;  or  the  night 
the  looking  glass  feel  down  and  broke; 
and  speaking  of  breaking — how  about  the 
piles  of  plates  Agnes  smashed? 

As  to  feeds — shrimp  wiggle  was  our 
standby,  supplemented  by  the  goodies  of 
Jessie's  and  Eleanor's  boxes.    Do  you  re- 


member the  angel  cakes  and  the  flowers 
and  the  candy,  especially  licorice,  that  we 
doted  on. 

And  will  you  ever  forget  Jessie's  "dig- 
nity," offset  by  the  giggles  of  Ellen  and 
Louise  and  accompanied  by  Agnes's  "in- 
dignant poise"  and  Margaret's  studious- 
ness? 

Maybe  Eleanor's  "kitchen"  was  popu- 
lar for  feeds  but  when  it  came  to  special 
Sunday  company,  Olive  and  Dodie's  parlor 
was  ready. 

And  what  would  we  have  done  when 
we  were  going  away  but  for  Becky's 
"lazy  suggestions"  while  Mary  ran  after 
us  with  a  handkerchief,  umbrella  or 
curlers. 

All  in  all,  we  had  a  corking  time  never 
to  be   forgotten   in   our  career. 


ON  THE  HILL 
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"NEW  DORM." 

We  had  been  looking  forward  for  at 
least  a  year  to  the  time  when  we  could 
live  in  the  New  Dormitory,  and  in  no 
way  were  we  disappointed.  We  found 
our  rooms  most  cozy  and  everything  so 
clean  and  new. 

Which  floor  was  best?  The  girls  on 
third  floor  bragged  of  the  wonderful 
view  of  the  hills  and  mountain  tops 
which  they  saw  from  their  lofty  eleva- 
tion. But  the  girls  on  first,  found  noth- 
ing to  compare  with  the  comradship  of 
their  lowing  friends  of  the  pasture.  As 
for  second  floor, — no  where  was  there 
an  equal  to  its  many  advantages  (so  a 
few  thought)  but  no  matter  where  w<> 
were,  the  New  Dormitory  found  us  all, 
most  contented,  inmates. 

Hazel  Fairfield  was  chosen  for  House 
President  and,  as  usual,  helped  us  to  abide 
by  the  rule  of  the  majority,  as  to  wheth- 
er or  not  we  should  borrow  magazines 
permanently  from  the  living  room  table, — 
as  to  whether  it  was  good  for  girls  to 
have  too  much  sleep  before  eleven  p.  m. — 


or  not,  and  should  young  ladies  have  feeds 
more  than  eight  nights  a  week.  Many 
weighty  matters  were  decided  during  that 
strenuous  year. 

We  will  never  forget  how  good  Miss 
Corey  and  Miss  Borgeson  were  to  us — 
when  we  were  sick,  or  on  cold  nights, 
when  they  sent  us  cocoa,  crackers,  and 
sandwiches.  Their  endless  kindnesses 
were  greatly  appreciated. 

That  fall  when  chestnuts  were  so  plen- 
tiful, they  actually  rained  in  torrents  in 
the  windows,  over  the  transoms  and 
were  sometimes  carried  even  down  the 
hallways.  It  was  usually  the  strong 
night  winds  which  caused  them  to  fall 
the  thickest. 

Speaking  of  showers — we  enjoyed  the 
luxuries  of  that  modern  improvement  to 
the  utmost; — often,  however,  at  the  ex- 
pense of  others  who  perhaps  were  not 
as   appreciative. 

We  thought  ourselves  very  talented 
and  often  after  Gym.  on  Mondays,  we 
would  have  a  little  special  class  in  aes- 
thetic dancing  in  the  living  room  or 
down  the  corridors.     Our  talent,  too,  ex- 
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pressed  itself  in  a  most  effective  panto- 
mime of  a  "Sunday  Church  Service," — as 
well  as  our  many  entertainments  for  the 
Friendship  Fund.  Do  you  remember  the 
movies,  where  the  chairs  dashed  across 
the  living  room,  down  the  stairs  to  the 
dining  room,  tumbled  across  the  sta;;e 
and  up  the  stairs  again? 

As  for  the  dancing  room  itself — with 
its  soft  lights  and  stately  windows — 
many  of  our  happiest  hours  and  the 
scenes  of  pleasantest  memories  have  oc- 
curred there. 

We  thank  the  New  Dormitory  for  all 
the  comfort  and  joy  we  have  received 
there! 


CROCKER  HALL 

Crocker  Hall,  the  home  of  our  dreams, 
and  to  the  Household  Arts  Seniors  the 
dearest  spot  on  the  campus,  has  been  all 
and  even  more  than  we  expected.  We 
have  looked  forward  to  living  here,  for 
three  years  now.  and  we  have  not  b<»en 
disappointed.  The  time  has  flown  like 
the  wind  and  has  been  just  crammed  full 
of  jolly  good  times. 

During  one  Peda<?ogv  period  in  our 
Middle  Junior  year,  we  drew  numbers  for 
the  purpose  of  choosing  our  rooms  in 
Crocker,  in  turn,  instead  of  having  them 
assigned  to  us  as  was  alwavs  done;  in  the 
preceding  years.  Immediately,  the  dormi- 
tory was  besieged  bv  room-mates  who 
pestered  the  Seniors  with  innuiries  as  to 
the  advantages  of  the  various  rooms. 
There  was  a  grand  rush  for  third  floor 
front:  second  floor  front  went  next  and 
the  other  rooms  according  to  their  merits. 
Those  who  had  to  take  what  was  left, 
at  least  did  not  have  the  trouble  of  de- 
ciding which  room  was  most  desirable. 
Bright  green  walls  and  snlintery  floors 
were  the  least  of  their  troubles. 

September  came,  finally,  and  with  it 
trunks,  bags,  suit  cases,  girls,  diamond 
rinffs  and  fraternity  pins!  Furniture 
movers  had  nothing  on  us.  Our  motto 
was:  "First  come,  first  served."  Frequent- 
ly, however,  one's  hopes  would  be  dashed 
to  the  ground,  upon  the  discovery  that 
she  had  confiscated  a  piece  of  furniture 
belonging  to  a  member  of  the  facultv. 
"Al,"  "Hope,"  Edith  and  "Denny"  came  to 
live  with  us  soon,  and  the  three  rooms  on 
first  floor  were  occupied  by  six  Juniors, 
including   one   "clothespin."     It   was   sad 


but  true  that  striped  stockings  appeared 
on  third  floor  only  once.  The  settling 
process  was  soon  over;  the  last  bag  was 
unpacked,  the  last  picture  up,  and  the 
last  poor  mouse  chased  from  its  peaceful 
summer  home.  The  latter,  however,  was 
accomplished  only  after  "Mil"  and  "Dot" 
had  kept  us  awake, — the  heartless 
wretches — for  many  a  night  with  their 
shrieks  of  laughter  as  thev  wer"  chasing 
a  poor,  harmless  mouse  about  the  room 
For  several  weeks,  too.  a  long  line  of 
waste  baskets  appeared  simultaneously  at 
10  p.  m.  sharp,  outside  the  doors,  all  the 
wav  down  the  corridor. 

"Feeds"  were  pooular.  especiallv  with 
Division  A.  until  all  electrical  appliances 
were  forbidden,  about  Christmas  tim«. 
Then  hot  water  cocoa,  made  in  the  bath- 
room, and  taken  just  before  retiring,  ore- 
vailed  for  a  time  but  enjoved  onlv  a  short 
life. 

Third  floor  bath  room,  without  any 
effort,  gained,  early  in  the  year,  the  rep- 
utation of  being  the  noisiest  section  of 
the  "dorm."  Time — 9:58  p.  m.  We  treated 
the  neighborhood  for  miles  around  to 
varying  sounds  and  noises.    If  one  would 
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be  safe  here,  according  to  Clelly,  it  was 
necessary  to  wear  a  waterproof  as  well 
as  to  carry  an  umbrella. 

What  a  lot  of  things  we  always  had 
to  clutter  up  our  rooms!  First,  hats,  next, 
nice  smelling  petri  dishes;  then  silk  dresses 
and  also  practice  school  samplers,  bags 
and  aprons.  By  the  way,  will  you  ever 
forget  Sammy  and  her  long-suffering 
roommate  buried  under  one  hundred  or 
more  white  aprons  in  the  cutting  out 
process?  No  place  to  study,  no  room  to 
sleep,  in  fact  no  peace  at  all  for  poor 
Irene.  Then  later,  there  were  baskets, — 
"socialized"  baskets  and  while  these 
lasted  there  was: 

"Raffia   in   the   parlor, 
Raffia   on   the   stairs, 
Raffia  in  the  bathroom, 
And   raffia   everywhere." 

Don't  forget  the  pay  station !  Why 
worry  about  that?  "Port"  was  the  onlv 
one  who  bothered  to  answer,  for  Fall 
River  had   a   mortgage   on   the   line. 

Week-ends  were  Penerally  quiet  at 
Crocker  except  for  the  Saturdav  nights 
when  "Kay"  and  "Twnm"  held  forth  in 
the  parlor  or  when  "Clellv"  entertained 
her  friend  and  incidentally  the  rest  of 
us.  with  selected  nieces  for  the  piano,  in- 
cluding "Love's  Old  Sweet  Song."  Sunday 
evenings,  When  the  "iris  began  to  come 
back,  were  the  best  fun.  for  then  it  was 
that  we  heard  such  exclamations  as  "Here 
cnmes  mv  room-mate,"  "You  old  toot." 
"Well,  did   Gordon   come?"   "Brad's  back 


and  have  you  seen  what  Kay  has  got?" 
"Dot,  did  you  see  your  sister  at  last?" 

One  of  the  memorable  events  of  the 
year  occurred  when  Elinor  and  Olive 
cleaned  their  closet.  As  a  result  they 
brought  to  light  a  perfectly  good  white 
sign  board  "Beacon  St."  and,  as  it  seemed 
very  appropriate,  placed  it  just  outside 
their  door.  Within  a  half  hour,  "Fifth 
Avenue"  appeared  at  the  head  of  the  stairs 
and  then  "Commonwealth  Avenue"  sprang 
up  at  the  other  end  of  the  corridor.  But 
"Pie  Alley"  stuck.  Even  "Gooze"  was 
not   allowed   to   change   that. 

The  days  we  spent  in  house  practice 
will  be  one  of  the  pleasantest  memories 
of  Crocker.  Who  can  ever  forget  the  sig- 
nificance of  "requisitions,"  or  the  Friday 
cleaning  with  the  regular  dusting  of  the 
birch  loffs  in  the  fireplace,  the  "proced- 
ures" with  their  definite  directions  for 
"washing  and  rinsing  mop  in  a  given 
place  as  required,"  the  Woodward  family 
with  its  expense  account,  its  trials  and 
tribulations,  the  shiftless  shifts,  the  day 
when  the  troop  trains  went  through  the 
town  and  Kay  discovered  a  brother  "pro 
tern,"  the  wonderful  meals  with  the  lux- 
ury of  coffee,  I.  D.,  and  last  but  not  least, 
the  joys  of  being  a  cook? 

And  now,  after  what  seems  like  only 
a  few  weeks,  we  shall  soon  pack  up  a 
collection  of  three  years,  and  step  forth 
into  the  "same  of  Life,"  and  as  we  do  so 
we  shall  leave  to  the  present  Middle  Jun- 
iors the  spirit  of  Crocker  Hall  and  *he 
wish  ihat  they  may  enjoy  it  to  the  fullest 
extent. 


Y.  W.  C.  A. — what  a  meaning  those 
four  letters  have  to  the  F.  N.  S.  girls 
wearing  the  little  blue  triangle.  We 
are  proud  to  be  a  part  of  that  great 
national  society  that  has  accomplished 
so  much  good  work  during  this  war. 
Ours  is  a  young  organization,  just  com- 
pleting its  second  year,  but  it  already  fdls 
a  big  place  in  our  life  here  at  school 
and  is  growing  in  power  and  service  ev- 
ery day. 

Early  in  March  the  following  officers 
forming  the  1918-19  cabinet  were  elected: 

President,  Hazel  Fairfield. 

Vice   President,   Margaret   Harmon. 

Secretary,  Elizabeth  Goodwin  (re- 
signed); Sarah  Cushman. 

Treasurer,  Phyllis  Winkler. 

Annual  Member,  Dorothy  Murdock. 

The  following  committee  chairmen 
were  chosen  as  part  of  the  cabinet: 

Conferences  and  Convention,  Margaret 
Sampson. 

Membership,  Margaret  Harmon. 

Social,  Dorothy  Carter. 

Missions,  Dorothea  Allen. 

Social  Service,  Ruth  Stewart. 

Publicity,  Priscilla  Colby. 

Religious  Meetings,  Dorothy  Weeks. 

Throughout  the  year  the  Conference 
and  Conventions  Committee  has  been  very 
efficient  in  raising  money  to  send  girls  to 
Silver  Bay.  The  plan  of  selling  refresh- 
ments in  the  lunchroom  and  on  the  cam- 
pus has  been  well  supported  by  the  girls. 
Everv  girl  has  one  of  the  brown  pencils 
the  Y.  W.  C.  A.  is  selling.  Our  "mile  of 
pennies"  is  no  longer  a  dream,  for  we 
have  been  saving  diligently.  The  Min- 
strel Show  was  the  "best  ever"  if  audi- 
ence, applause,  and  hearty  words  of  ap- 
preciation    spell     "success."       Margurite 


Lamson  as  chairman  is  to  be  congratu- 
lated. In  1918  we  were  able  to  increase 
our  number  of  delegates  to  the  Silver  Bay 
Students'  Y.  W.  C.  A.  Conference  on  Lake 
George  from  four  to  six.  Hazel  Fairfield, 
Margaret  Harmon,  Dorothea  Allen,  Doro- 
thy Carter,  Dorothy  Murdock  and  Alice 
McCool  represented  Framingham  Normal. 
This  year  we  hope  more  girils  can  enjoy 
the  privilege  of  attending  this  conference. 

The  Membership  Committee  continued 
the  custom  of  sending  sometime  during 
vacation,  the  name  of  an  entering  student 
to  each  upper  class  girl,  so  that  every 
Junior  had  someone  to  welcome  her  at 
F.  N.  S.  and  someone  whom  she  could 
consult  in  time  of  difficulty.  Early  in  the 
fall  a  successful  membership  campaign 
was  launched  by  Margaret  Harmon,  chair- 
man of  the  Membership  Committee,  who 
spoke  in  assembly  on  the  ideals  of  Y.  W. 
C.  A.  and  invited  the  girls  to  come  to  our 
meetings.  By  a  systematic  plan  every 
girl  was  also  personally  invited  to  join 
our  society.  The  response  was  one  hun- 
dred eighty-two  eager  and  enthusiastic 
members. 

Under  the  direction  of  the  Social  Com- 
mittee the  Y.  W.  C.  A.  welcomed  all  the 
rirls,  new  and  old,  at  a  "Get  Acquainted 
Party"  soon  after  school  opened.  It  also 
planned  to  hike  to  Sherbourne  where  we 
were  conducted  over  the  Reformatory 
for  Women.  The  members  of  this  com- 
mittee have  done  much  to  make  the  girls 
feel  at  home  here. 

The  Missionary  Committee  has  given 
the  money  collected  by  voluntary  contri- 
bution to  Armenian  and  Syrian  relief 
work.  We  have  enjoyed  several  fine 
speakers  from  fields  in  foreien  lands. 

The  Social  Service  Committee  has  had 
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charge  of  the  Red  Cross  and  Surgical 
Dressing  work  obtained  from  the  Fram- 
ingham  Chapter.  Patchwork  quilts  are 
under  way  for  the  French  wounded. 

The  Publicity  Committee  has  kept 
something  of  interest  on  the  Y.  W.  C.  A. 
bulletin  board  every  week.  It  has  been 
widely  varied  and  we  have  enjoyed  watch- 
ing the  new  and  interesting  things  ap- 
pear from  day  to  day. 

Great  credit  should  be  given  to  Dor- 
othy Weeks,  chairman  of  the  Religious 
Meetings  Committee.  Through  her  efforts 
and  those  of  her  committee  we  have  been 
able  to  hear  some  very  interesting  speak- 
ers at  our  Wednesday  afternoon  meetings, 
among  whom  were  Dr.  Sheldon,  Dr.  Klotz, 
Dr.  Ralph  Harlow,  Mr.  Parker  and  Mr. 
Dupertins,  Y.  M.  C.  A.  secretaries;  Miss 
Hoyt  and  Miss  Hersey.  The  girls  have 
shown  their  appreciation  by  their  attend- 
ance at  our  meetings.     Late-comers  have 


even  sat  on  the  steps  in  the  lecture  hall 
because    every    seat   was    taken. 

The  Sunday  night  vesper  services  lead 
each  week  by  one  of  our  own  numbers 
has  a  starred  place  in  many  a  girl's  pro- 
gram. We  have  enjoyed  singing  and 
talking  together  on  worthwhile  subjects, 
and  have  gained  fresh  inspiration  from 
each  meeting. 

We  are  proud  of  our  "Students'  Room" 
— yet  to  be  completed — made  possible  by 
the  united  efforts  of  the  Y.  W.  C.  A.  ant 
A'Kempis  Club.  It  is  an  attractive  place 
where  all  are  welcome  at  any  time  to 
rest  or  study. 

The  Y.  W.  C.  A.  contributed  $25  to  the 
United  War  Work  Campaign. 

The  Y.  W.  C.  A.  has  become  a  well 
established  institution  at  our  dear  Alma 
Mater.  We  hope  it  grows  in  ideals  and 
service;  we  hope  each  year  may  be  bet- 
ter than  the  last. 


The  St.  Agnes  Society 


The  St.  Agnes  Society  is  a  new  school 
club  which  was  started  last  fall.  It  was 
established  primarily  to  give  Episcopal 
girls  a  feeling  of  closer  relationship  with 
Church  affairs  and  Church  influence  while 
away  from  home.  The  meetings  are  con- 
ducted  by  the  Rev.   Paul   Sterling.     The 


subject  of  Church  History  and  the  study 
of  some  of  the  vital  factors  of  religion  are 
being  discussed.  The  society  has  had  a 
small  beginning,  but  it  is  hoped  that  it  will 
grow  in  strength  and  become  an  influential 
factor  in  the  social  and  religious  life  of 
the  school. 


A'  Kempis 


Rev.  Dr.  O'Connor,  Pastor  Eocietatis. 
Ellen   E.  Walls,  President. 
Alice   Carroll,  Vice  President. 
Florence    Duncan,    Secretary-Treasurer. 

The  Framingham  Normal  A'Kempis 
Club,  which  is  one  of  our  youngest  or- 
ganizations, was  established  in  the  fall  of 
1917.  The  purpose  of  it  is  to  unite  the 
Catholic  girls  at  Framingham  in  a  club 
which  would  replace  the  girls'  clubs  at 
home,  also  to  become  better  acquainted 
socially.  The  club  name  requires  a  word 
of  explanation  since  few  out  side  of  the 
organization  know  why  it  is  so  named. 
Thomas  A'Kempis  was  a  prominent  Cath- 


olic writer  in  the  fourteenth  century. 
His  writings  bring  forth  many  high  ideals 
and  one  of  his  best  works  is  "The  Fol- 
lowing of  Christ." 

The  girls  worked  very  hard  in  doing 
all  they  could  for  our  boys  "over  there" 
and  were  able  to  give  twenty-five  dol- 
lars to  the  United  War  Drive.  The  meet- 
ings were  intended  for  good  times  as 
well  as  work  and  were  held  at  the  Rec- 
tory or  in  Wells  Hall,  usually  under  the 
direction  of  Dr.  O'Connor. 

The  A'Kempis  Club  is  still  young,  but 
we  have  great  hopes  for  it  and  we  are 
sure  that  under  Dr.  O'Connor's  leader- 
ship it  can  be  nothing  but  a  success. 


Lend-a-Hand 


Ruth  Gould,  President. 
Alice  McCool,  Vice  President. 
Priscilla    Colby,    Secretary. 
Ardelle  Kempton,  Treasurer. 


"Through  love  to  light; 
Through  light,  0  God,  to  Thee." 

For  a  club  which  has  this  for  its 
motto  is  it  not  fitting  that  their  meeting 
place  should  be  called  the  "Lighthouse"? 
The  two  hour  meeting  once  a  week  gives 
new    strength   and   courage   to   the   sixty 


girls  who  belong  to  the  club.  Each  one 
finds  as  she  enters,  a  loving  greeting,  a 
cordial   handclasp   from   Miss   Perry,   our 


beloved  leader;  and  enjoys  a  cup  of  tea 
in  front  of  a  cozy  open  fire,  under  a  won- 
derfully inspired  picture  of  "The  Spirit 
of  Motherhood."  The  meeting  which  fol- 
lows may  be  a  reading  from  Browning, 
or  from  some  helpful  book  on  current 
subjects,  or  other  subjects  which  are  al- 
ways vital.  It  may  be  the  settling  of  in- 
teresting questions  from  the  Question  Box. 
Sometimes  it  consists  of  a  review  of  a 
play,  or  of  a  meeting  which  Miss  Perry 
brings  to  us,  followed  by  a  discussion. 
An  occasional  outside  speaker  gives  us 
new  ideas. 

While  our  minds  are  thus  occupied  our 
fingers  are  busy  making  garments  for  Bel- 
gian and  French  Refugees,  layettets  for 
French  babies,  and  tiny  garments  for  the 
Boston  Floating  Hospital.  The  girls  enjoy 
knitting,  too,  for  the  French  Wounded  and 
the  Red  Cross. 

The  club  has  a  hospital  room  which 
has  had  new  curtains,  new  sheets  and  pil- 
low cases,  and  a  washable  screen  this 
year.  We  have  also  adopted  a  little  French 
War  Orphan. 

As   the   club   belongs   to   the   National 
Lend-A-Hand  its  members  wear  as  a  sym- 
bol the  crystal  heart,  and  try  to  live  up  to 
the  motto  of  all  the  Lend-A-Hand  clubs. 
"Look  up  and  not  down; 
Look  out  and  not  in; 
Look   forward   and  not  back; 
And  lend  a  hand." 


Musical  Clubs 


What  would  a  school  be  like  if  it  was 
not  represented  by  one  or  more  clubs  or- 
ganized especially  with  a  view  to  stimu- 
lating and  fostering  a  desire  for  good 
music?  With  the  Glee  Club,  Mandolin 
Club,  and  Orchestra  working  as  hard  as 
possible  after  school  duties  had  been  at- 
tended to,  the  showing  that  was  made  at 
the  joint  concert  with  the  Salem  Normal 
School  was  not  so  remarkable  after  all. 
The  concert  was  one  of  the  best  which 
has  ever  been  given,  and  was  a  credit  to 


Mr.  Archibald  and  all  who  assisted  him. 
Before  the  concert  the  orchestra 
played  at  the  Auburndale  Study  Club,  the 
Christmas  Party,  at  an  Orchestra  Dance, 
and  the  Framingham  Women's  Club.  The 
Glee  Club  had  its  carol  singing  as  usual 
at  Christmas  time.  It  also  responded  to 
the  call  of  the  Framingham  Women's 
Club  and  helped  to  make  the  concert 
with  Tufts  Glee  Club  a  success. 

Our  Musical  Clubs  find  a  niche  in  our 
life  which  would  be  difficult  to  fill. 


The  Fine  Arts  Club 


Margaret  Sampson,  President. 
Marguerite  Lamson,  Vice  President. 
Faith  Buckingham,  Secretary. 
Phyllis  Winkler,  Treasurer. 


At  Mr.  Ried's  suggestion,  a  committee 
met  the  first  of  the  year  to  consider  form- 
ing a  Fine  Arts  Club,  as  had  been  done 
in  previous  years.  It  was  thought  best  to 
have  a  firmer  organization  than  before, 
and  with  this  in  view  the  committee,  en- 
larged by  representatives  of  the  different 
classes  drew  up  a  constitution.  After  many 
interruptions  this  constitution  was  com- 
pleted and  presented  to  a  gathering  of 
the  students.  It  was  adopted  unanimous- 
ly and  the  officers  of  the  club  were  elected 


as  above.    We  have  one  hundred  and  five 
enrolled  members. 

The  three  lectures  planned  for  this 
year,  the  furnishing  of  the  Studio  and  trips 
to  the  Art  Museum  will  comprise  the  work 
of  this  year's  club.  We  wish  all  success  to 
the  club  in  succeeding  years;  and  it  is  our 
desire  and  firm  belief  that  now  that  we  are 
a  self-perpetuating  organization  the  club 
will  grow  to  be  a  definite  factor  in  the 
school  life  at  Framingham. 
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The   Experimental   Kitchen 


Dorothy  Tice,  '20,  President. 
Beth  Wilson,  '20,  Vice  President. 
Marion  Tanner,  '20,  Asst.  Vice  Pres. 
Alice  Howard,  '20,  Secretary. 
Estelle  Crowe,  '20,  Treasurer. 
Olive  Fostor,  '19,  Senior  Adviser. 


The  X.P.K.!  Any  girl  on  Normal  Hill 
will  tell  you  that  little  cosy  "home"  has 
meant  a  great  deal  to  them  and  they  will 
begin  to  tell  you  all  about  teas,  birthday 
parties,  fudge  parties,  and  innumerable 
good  times  they  have  had  there,  not  for- 
getting the  many  times  when  a  dozen  girls 
wanted  to  make  fudge  at  the  same  time 
and  there  weren't  any  too  many  pans  to 
go  around!  Besides  all  the  fun,  much  in- 
teresting experimental  cookery  is  done 
there,  making  the  "little  home"  of  all  the 
more  value  to  us. 


This  year  Mr.  Bied  has  worked  out  a 
project  with  the  Middle  Juniors  for  doing 
over  all  the  woodwork  and  furniture.  Be- 
sides being  a  lot  of  fun  it  has  given  every 
Middie  Junior  a  chance  to  try  her  hand  at 
painting,  varnishing  or  retouching  of 
some  sort.  A  color  scheme  is  being  car- 
ried out  which  will  make  it  look  very 
homey  and  give  a  touch  of  newness.  We 
very  much  desire  that  the  future  classes 
will  take  a  big  interest  in  the  X.P.K.  and 
will  get  as  much  enjoyment  out  of  it  as 
we  have. 


Summer  School 


"School,  from  the  Greek  word  meaning 
leisure,  that  in  which  leisure  is  employed, 
disputation,  lecture — a  stopping,  a  resting." 
— Webster. 

How  many  of  the  twenty-odd  girls  who 
attended  the  Canning  Course  this  summer 
would  agree  with  Webster's  derivation,  or 
at  least  apply  "school"  to  the  course  which 
they  undertook? 

The  postman  in  each  respective  town 
on  the  morning  of  July  15  brought  a  long 
official  looking  envelope  to  the  unsuspect- 
ing girl  who  had  carelessly  signed  her 
name  to  the  list  of  "those  desiring  to  at- 
tend Summer  School"  and  who,  by  the 
way,  had  planted  one  or  two  string  beans 
and  other  equally  edible  vegetables,  in  the 
spring.  Each  girl  tore  open  the  envelope 
all  ready  to  read  that  she  had  been  left 
a  fortune,  or  that  she  was  to  appear  at  such 
and  such  a  time  as  witness,  etc.,  but  no! — 
as  near  as  can  be  remembered  the  docu- 
ment read  as  follows: 

"Report  ready  for  work  at  Crocker 
Hall,  July  16,  8  A.  M. 

Signed.    W.  H.  F  Meier. 

Think  of  it!  and  think  of  a  young 
lady's  wardrobe  to  be  prepared — and  sup- 
per to  get  that  evening.  Early  in  the 
spring  three  kind  hearted  girls  had  offered 
to  be  the  first  cooks,  and  prepare  a  deli- 
cate supper  upon  arrival.  Tuna  and  rice 
salad  was  the  main  difficulty.  It  is  hoped 
that  anyone  expecting  to  cook  rice  in  a 
large  quantity  will  look  in  one  of  the 
chemistry  books  "on  the  side  shelf"  and 
N.  B.  the  swelling  power  of  said  vegetable. 
It  is  a  lucky  thing  that  the  Crocker  sink  is 
large  and  the  utensils  many,  for  every 
one  was  used  in  a  vain  endeavor  to  cool 


four  or  five  pecks  of  rice,  in  thirty  min- 
utes. But  enough  of  that!  On  the  whole 
the  culinary  end  was  well  carried  out,  for 
Mr.  Meier  insisted  upon  plenty  of  good 
nourishing  food — and  the  girls  didn't  need 
urging. 

Roommates  were  chosen  in  the  spring, 
and  first  come  first  served,  to  rooms.  There 
was  little  choice  as  to  interior  decora- 
tion— comfort  was  the  main  point.  Be- 
fore the  two  weeks  were  t>ver,  any  girl 
whose  soul  was  so  aesthetic  as  to  mind 
no  draperies,  lights  or  rugs — unmade  beds 
and  plenty  of  dust — would  have  left.  This 
select  group  was  hardened  to  all  of  that 
and  more  too. 

Who  can  imagine  an  F.  N.  S.  girl  not 
dressing  for  dinner?  By  the  time  August 
1  came  anyone  finding  time  to  dress  care- 
fully at  5.30  A.  M.  was  considered  a  mar- 
vel. 

Life  was  not  all  play.  The  program 
was  very  nearly  as  follows: 

5.30  A.M.  Reville. 

5.35  Due  at  Normal  Hall  to  wash  jars, 
or  the  garden  to  pick  and  string  beans. 

7.00  Breakfast. 

7.45  Meeting  in  Crocker  parlor,  as- 
signment by  Mr.  Meier  of  bosses,  stokers, 
weighing    masters,    secretary    for    day. 

8.00-12.00  Work. 
12.00-12.30  Dinner. 
12.30-  6.00  Work. 

6.00  Supper  and  then —  Then  if  the 
jars  weren't  off,  they  must  be  watched  and 
removed  on  time.  The  latest  watch  held 
by  two  girls  and  a  lantern,  was  until  10.30 
one  evening — well  into  the  night  they 
thought. 

Note:  Here  it  would  be  appropriate 
to   place    the    temperature.      It   has   been 
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thought  several  times  that  Mr.  Fahrenheit 
showed  wisdom  in  running  his  thermom- 
eter over  the  100  degree  mark,  as  it  played 
between  98  and  103  all  of  the  two  weeks. 

The  rest  of  the  tired  party  removed 
their  sticky  middies  and  went  to  bed.  Even 
before  the  glorious  sun  had  set — no  one 
knew  whether  there  was  a  moon  or  not — 
and  went  to  sleep.  It  is  rumored  that 
some  talked  before  slumber  overtook 
them — but  the  truth  is  not  known. 

There  were  two  girls  who  voluntarily 
assumed  the  responsibilities  of  night 
watchman — it  was  afterwards  learned  that 
they  met  Miss  Fernald  nightly  on  their 
tour  through  the  building,  in  the  pantry — 
while  locking  the  windows  there.  Dio- 
genese  had  nothing  on  these  two  and  their 
lantern ! 

All  of  this  and  the  head  and  faculty  of 
the  school  have  not  been  mentioned.  Mr. 
Meier  led  the  gathering  as  principal  and 
faculty,  and  Miss  Fernald  as  Dean  of  the 
Summer  College.  When,  by  chance,  the 
girls  tired  of  string  beans,  Mr.  Meir's  soft 
and  crooning  voice  would  cheer  them  up 
to  the  tune  of  "Illinois,  Illinois." 

It  would  be  far  from  right  to  think 
that  play  was  not  in  the  curriculum.  One 
evening  a  dictionary  was  seen  flying  over 
the  stairs  and  heard  landing — after  water 
had    been    placed    before    each    door    for 


bare  feet  to  patter  in.    A  very  clever  trick 
— but  alas  the  author  is  still  unknown. 

Week-ends — they  were  in  order  as  dur- 
ing the  usual  term,  but  they  began  Satur- 
day at  4.00  P.  M.  and  lasted  to  Sunday. 
No  rules,  girls!  Come  in  any  time.  One 
girl  is  known  to  have  entered  via  Miss 
Fernald's  window  at  12.15  Sunday  A.  M. 
after  a  trip  to  —  and  another  very  little 
earlier,  but  by  the  main  entrance. 

Then  there  was  the  sick  room — "Ward 
8" — and  both  inmates  were  afflicted  with 
the  same  malady — over  eating  and  under 
mastication. 

Regardless  of  all  this  banter,  work 
was  really  done.  The  New  Dormitory 
was  supplied  with  string  beans  essentially, 
and  other  vegetables  and  fruits — the  out- 
put was  1177  quarts.  Possibly  you  re- 
member a  gift  of  $25  to  the  Senior  Class 
from  the  Summer  School — for  the  War 
Drive — and  the  H.  A.  Seniors  will  not  for- 
get the  ice  cream  served  Sept.  16,  or  the 
little  party  April  16  in  Crocker  Hall.  On 
the  latter  date  the  girls  again  ate  ice  cream 
together,  and  listened  to  a  paper  on  the 
history  of  Household  Arts,  written  by  Mr. 
Meier — not  to  omit  the  presentation  of 
their  Canning  School  diplomas,  and  a  good 
time  reminiscing  with  Miss  Fernald. 

Who  ever  was  hotter,  or  worked 
harder? 

But  who  would  have  missed  it? 
No  one! 


Harvard -Yale  Game 


"Look  were  the  crimson  banners  fly, 
Hark  to  the  sound  of  marching  feet!" 
Nearer  and   nearer  the   voices   come. 

"There  is  a  host  approaching  by; 
Harvard  is  marching  up  the  street!" 

And  into  the  Gym  they  burst,  column 
after  column  of  cheering  girls  in  bright 
red  sweaters,  sporting  great  white  "H's" 
on  the  front  of  each.  Round  and  round 
they  go,  at  last  bringing  up  in  a  huge, 
crimson  "H."  Out  jumps  "Denny"  Haskins 
as  cheerleader,  leading  off  with  "nine 
Rahs,  and  three  Harvards;  all  ready" — 
and  the  rafters  ring. 


"March,  march  on,  down  the  field, 
Fighting  for  Eli." 

and  here  we  leave  the  Yale  girls  in  kippy 
blue  sailor  hats  with  their  "Y"  on  the 
band  and  white  middies.  Fewer  in  num- 
ber than  the  Harvard  girls,  they  are,  but 
they  sure  can  make  more  noise.  Old  Eli 
may  well  be  proud  of  that  crowd. 

"Harvard  may  fight  to  the  end 
But  Yale!  Will  Wiin! 
Dot  Carter  most  certainlv  can  make  them 
yell. 

A  moment  of  silent  expectation  and 
out  trot  the  two  teams.  Then  comes  some 
real  cheering. 

A  shrill  whistle,  and  up  goes  the  ball. 
The  game  is  on!  From  the  first,  the  scor- 
ing goes  to  Yale.  Harvard  rallies  later 
on,  but  with  Esther  Preble  and  Sue  Shear- 
er making  baskets  from  all  corners,  what 
can  one  expect?     The  cheer 


92 


THE    DIAL 


Yea!  Cap'n!  Yea!  Preble! 

Yea!  Yea!  Cap'n  Preble 
sounds  again  and  again. 

The  whistle  shrills  and  the  first  half 
is  over.  What  a  joyful  time  for  Yale  and 
how  tense  are  the  Harvard  girls.  The 
whole  atmosphere  is  relieved  when,  with 
gales  of  merriment,  Esther  Preble  enters 
dragging  "Dot"  Murdock  on  a  little  Kiddy 
Kar.  The  vehicle  also  carries  a  huge 
bunch  of  chrysanthemums  for  Miss  King- 
man, the  most  faithful  coach  in  the  world. 
Then  the  game  begins  again. 


"Dot"  Murdock  has  the  right  spirit  all 
along.  She  doesn't  give  up  until  the  very 
end.  Her  team  is  devoted  to  her  and  show 
it  by  their  loyal  teamwork.  Harvard 
girls  are  game  losers. 

At  last  the  score  is  announced  and 
with  what  cheers  are  they  received! 
Forming  again  into  lines  Yale  goes  cheer- 
ing out  to  a  wild  snake  dance  on  the 
lawn,  followed  by  Harvard. 

A  small  Junior  expressed  the  senti- 
ment of  both  teams  when  she  gave  voice 
to  the  following:  "Some  game,  I'll  say!" 


Field  Day 


It  was  early  in  the  spring  that  Miss 
Shepards  announced  to  us  the  date  of  the 
annual  field-day.  The  name  did  not  mean 
much  to  us  Juniors,  but  the  Seniors  and 
Middle  Juniors  who  had  participated  in  a 
similar  event  the  preceding  year,  were 
agog  and  their  enthusiasm  was  so  con- 
tagious that  before  long,  we  Juniors  were 
as  much  interested  as  the  upper  class- 
men. 

As  the  appointed  day  approached,  our 
excitement  increased.  The  all  import- 
ant question  was,  "Will  it  be  pleasant?" 
The  weather  was  the  sole  topic  of  con- 
versation a  week  ahead.  The  optimistic 
kept  repeating  that  Fate  would  be  kind 
to  us,  but  of  course,  there  were  a  few 
pessimists  who  kept  chanting,  "It  will 
rain,  I  just  know  it  will  pour."  The 
day  before  was  fair  as  could  be  and  our 
hopes  soared.  We  argued,  "If  today  is 
so  lovely,  it  simply  can't  rain  tomorrow." 

Tomorrow  did  dawn,  cloudless  and 
we  were  in  a  seventh  heaven  of  delight. 
We  tripped  blithely  through  the  corridors 
and  even  the  prosaic  atmosphere  of  the 
class-room  failed  to  dispel  our  elation. 
It  seemed  rather  cruel  to  us  that  teachers 
should  inflict  common-place,  everyday 
arithmetic  and  geography  on  us  when  our 
heads  were  filled  with  much  more  import- 
ant things.  Try  as  we  could,  we  were 
unable  to  concentrate.  As  Miss  Ramsdell 
endeavored  to  make  clear  to  us  the  rota- 
tion of  the  earth,  the  globe  was  trans- 
formed into  a  baseball  in  the  hands  of  the 
pitcher.  Pencils  became  bats.  The  walls 
of  the  room  simply  melted  away  and  we 


were  out  of  doors,  cheering  a  home  run. 
What  a  relief  when  the  bell  of  freedom 
rang!  But  alas,  gone  were  the  blue, 
fleecy  skies,  gone  the  bright  sun,  gone  the 
light  breeze,  and  in  their  places,  grey 
skies  and  a  brisk  gale  swaying  the  trees. 
We  stared  at  each  other  in  dismay.  It 
was  not  going  to  rain!  It  could  not!  But 
the  sky  grew  darker  and  more  forbidding, 
the  wind  rustled  the  tiny  leaflets  on  the 
trees  and  even  the  most  optimistic  of  us 
had  to  admit  it  did  look  a  bit  like  a  storm. 
In  spite  of  this,  it  seemed  nothing  short 
of  a  tragedy  when  the  rain  did  come,  and 
come  with  a  vengeance,  dashing  all  our 
hopes  to  the  ground,  while  the  pessimists 
cheered  us  with  their,  "I  told  you  so's." 

A  week  later  was  decided  upon,  and 
this  time  we  were  not  disappointed.  The 
day  was  ideally  warm  and  sunshiny.  The 
girl  assembled  in  front  of  Crocker  Hall. 
A  happier  crowd  you  never  did  see,  chat- 
ting and  laughing  as  only  school-girls 
can.  Each  class  was  in  gym  bloomers 
and  middies,  and  wore,  besides,  special 
distinctive  decorations.  The  Seniors, 
first,  of  course,  were  distinguished  by 
queer  head-bands,  on  which  were  printed 
in  white  the  letters  "Regular"  or  "H.  A." 
and  the  date  of  graduation,  1918.  The 
Middle  Juniors  were  very  attractive  with 
blue  bands  over  one  shoulder.  The  Jun- 
iors loyally  flaunted  the  school  colors — 
orange  streamers  which  refused  to  stay 
on  the  sides  of  their  bloomers,  and  huge 
"J"  s  on  their  backs. 

The  procession  was  led  by  two  tall, 
dignified  Seniors,  bearing  high  the  State 
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flag  and  our  national  emblem.  Behind 
them  marched  the  girls,  grouped  in  class- 
es, all  singing  lustily.  As  each  group  sang 
a  different  song,  the  medley  could  hardly 
conform  to  Mr.  Archibald's  conception  of 
harmony,  but  we  did  make  old  Normal 
Hill  ring.  Of  course,  there  were  minor 
hitches  in  our  carefully  laid  plans,  but 
what  did  it  matter,  if  one  girl  did  lose 
her  shoe  on  the  way  down,  and  have  to 
make  the  rest  of  the  journey  on  one 
foot?  What  did  it  matter  if  another's 
bloomers  did  insist  upon  crawling  down 
to  her  ankles?  Did  incidental  trifles 
like  that  depress  us?     Hardly! 

The  faculty  and  audience  were  all  as- 
sembled when  we  reached  the  field.  Up 
and  down  before  the  spectators  we  wound 
in  intricate,  fanciful  figures  until  before 
their  eyes  a  pretty  tableau  was  unfolded. 
So  dextrously  did  the  leaders  manoeuvre 
the  lines  that  no  one  surmised  what  was 
coming  until  the  full  significance  dawned 
upon  them  and  they  were  spontaneous  in 
their  applause.  Before  them  on  the  green 
field  were  the  Seniors  tracing  "F.N.S." 
The  Middle  Juniors  thrilled  us,  forming 
as  they  did  the  letters  "U.S.A."  The  cli- 
max came  when  suddenly  they  revealed 
red,   white,   and   blue   handkerchiefs   and 


waved  them  in  the  air.  No  less  ingenious 
were  the  Juniors  in  their  vivid  formation 
of  "J." 

The  big  athletic  event  was  the  Senior- 
Middle  Junior  baseball  game  which  was 
featured  by  excellent  playing  all  round, 
but  splendid  pitching,  in  particular.  Mr. 
Workman,  trim  and  natty  in  white  flan- 
nels, umpired  the  game.  The  Middle 
Junior  victory  was  a  close  one.  Juniors 
and  Seniors  competed  for  volley-ball 
honors.  The  game  was  fast  and  exciting 
and  went  to  the  Seniors.  Various  relay 
races  were  closely  watched.  The  rail- 
road and  obstacle  relays  provided  much 
merriment  and  gave  the  Juniors  a  chance 
to  win  their  spurs. 

Again  we  formed  the  procession  for 
the  march  back  up  the  hill,  the  victors 
pouring  forth  their  elation  in  song  and 
cheer,  the  vanquished  showing  their 
good  sportsmanship  by  joining  in.  In 
front  of  Crocker  we  stopped,  and  students 
and  faculty  alike  joined  in  singing  and 
merriment. 

In  our  much  bedraggled  costumes  we 
cheered  and  sang  during  dinner,  and  it 
was  a  tired,  hoarse,  back  broken  crowd 
that  finally  turned  in  for  study  hour 
at  7.30. 


The  Middle  Junior  Play 


Middle  Junior  Play — how  much  of 
fun,  jolly  times,  and  "really  truly"  hard 
work  those  words  convey.  Our  class 
chose  "The  Piper,"  by  Josephine  Preston 
Peabody,  an  adoption  of  the  "Pied  Piper 
of  Hamelin."  The  play  besides  being  one 
of  beauty  and  wit,  was  of  the  highest  liter- 
ary standard  as  it  took  the  first  prize  for 
Literary  Merit  at  Stratford  on  Avon  a  few 
years  ago.  Before  February  vacation  the 
cast  had  been  chosen  as  follows: 

The  Piper  Gladys  Leonard 

Michael  the  Sword  Eater      Esther  Preble 
Cheat  the  Devil  Alice.  Wyer 

Jacobus  Margaret  McGovern 

Kurt,   the   Syndic  Margaret   Sampson 

Peter,   the   Cobbler  Dorothy   Weeks 

Hans,   the   Butcher  Etta   Buckley 

Axel,  the  Smith  Marion  McLellan 

Martin,  the  Watch  Helen  Lebossiere 

Peter,   the   Sacristan  Irene   Wheeler 

Anslem,  the   Priest  Ellen  Walls 

Town  Crier  Hilda  Chilson 

Veronika,  Wife  of  Kurt        Dorothy  Miner 
Barbara,  daughter  of  Jacobus 

Dorothy  Murdock 
Wife   of  Hans  Margaret   Herthel 

Wife   of  Axel  Eleanor   Breed 

Wife  of  Martin  Olive  Foster 

Old  Ursula  Marion  Macdonald 

Jan  Doris  Nelson 

Hansel  Edna  Howe 

Use  Eleanor  Bourne 

Budi  Ardelle  Kempton 

Trude  Vivian  Bichardson 

Shortly  after  vacation,  rehearsals  be- 
gan in  earnest.  Through  the  following 
weeks  table  talk  was  carried  on  mainly 
in  blank  verse,  with  fitting  quotations 
from  the  "Piper"  at  frequent  intervals. 

"Is  this  your  child?" 

"He  is  my  only  one." 

"Do  you  remember  how  she  smiled  on 
me  that  day?" 

"Thanks,  kindly  spoken,  not  this  after- 
noon." 

"The   bees   know   me." 

"I  told  ye,  so." 

Miss  Dorothy  Hayes,  a  graduate  of  the 
Leland  Powers  School  of  Oratory,  acted 
as  official  coach.     So  competent  was  she, 


so  sweet,   so   enthusiastic,   so  perserving, 

that  her  spirit  bathed  us  all,  and  we  were 

ready  to  work   night   and   day.     Do   you 

remember  the  little  song  we  used  to  sing: 

"We   have   a   c-o-a-c-h 

Who  is  a  p-e-a-c-h, 

And  we   love   her,   love  her, 

Love  her  all  the  t-i-m-e,  time." 

Miss  Kingman's  assistance  in  the  ab- 
sence of  Miss  Hayes  was  appreciated  by 
us  all. 

Of  course  there  were  days  when  things 
lagged,  when  girls  didn't  appear  at  re- 
hearsals, and  when  the  spirits  of  the  chair- 
man, the  cast,  and  even  of  Apollo  on  the 
platform  were  almost  sinking  too  deep. 
But  on  the  whole,  things  were  beginning 
to  look  rather  promising,  when,  ten  days 
before  the  date  of  the  play,  Esther  who 
had  been  taking  the  role  of  Michael  fell 
ill  and  sent  word  that  she  could  not  as- 
sume her  part.  Panic  reigned.  But  out 
of  the  chaos  stepped  the  form  of  Port — 
Port  who  had  been  acting  as  stage  man- 
ager. Miracles  happened!  "Kay"  valiantly 
took  over  Port's  job,  and  pushed  the 
whole  matter  of  scenery  through  to  a 
glorious  finale.  (We'll  never  forget  the 
hours  spent  on  the  cave  scene,  Kay.)  Port 
plugged  on  Michael's  lines  and  in  two 
days  things  had  settled  down  to  order 
and  quiet. 

The  date  decided  upon  was  Saturday, 
May  eighteenth.  The  preceding  after- 
noon is  well  burned  into  the  memory  of 
the  cast,  in  fact  of  the  entire  Middle 
Junior  Class;  adjustments  of  scenery,  re- 
peated rehearsals,  changing  of  costumes, 
flashlights,  smoke,  hurried  lunches,  trips 
to  florists,  freight  trains,  thermometers 
going  up,  pitch-covered  boughs,  and  a 
statue  that  impressed  us  with  its  fragility. 
But  the  pinnacle  and  spire  of  it  all  was 
the  complete  dress  rehearsal  with  all 
scenery  changes  from  8.30  in  the  eve- 
ning. Many  weary  heads  rested  only 
lightly  that  night,  to  rise  hastily  with  the 
dawn  of  the  great  day. 

At  last  the  moment  had  come.  The 
audience  in  breathless  impatience  waited 
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for  the  dimming  of  the  lights.  With  a  last 
twist  to  Barbara's  curl,  a  settling  of  Ver- 
onika's  cap,  a  straightening  of  Jan's  tie, 
and  a  final  dab  of  paint  on  the  Piper's 
cheek,  Miss  Hayes  breathed,  "Ready."  The 
foot-lights  blazed.  Before  them  the  audi- 
ence saw  the  town  of  Hamelin  on  the 
Weser,  with  a  crowd  of  townspeople, 
watching  the  gambols  of  a  group  of  strol- 
ling players.  And  then  for  two  hours 
they  were  carried  with  the  Piper  on  his 
adventures  with  the  children,  throush  the 
pretty  love  story  of  Barbara  and  Michael, 
and  the  pathetic  wanderings  of  Veronika 
in  search  of  her  lost  lamb.  Dot  Miner 
as  Veronika  surely  won  the  hearts  of  her 
listeners  with  her  wistful  pleading  for  her 
child;  as  Jan,  Dod  Nelson  might  well 
have  been  taken  for  the  tiny  boy  she 
characterized;  the  pathetic  sweetness  of 
Barbara     (Dot    Murdock)    as    a   nun  was 


well  matched  by  the  adoring  love-mak- 
ing of  Michael  (Port).  We  must  not  for- 
get Sam's  good  work  as  Kurt,  the  Syndic, 
nor  her  delightful  music  and  clever  imi- 
tation of  a  flute  for  the  Piper.  But  above 
all  towered  the  form  of  Gab  as  the  'Piper.' 
No  one  could  have  made  a  better  one — 
the  rollicking  lilt  of  her  songs,  the  manly 
stride,  the  happy  air,  and  the  earnest 
deepness  of  her  voice  when  pleading  be- 
fore the  statue  of  Christ  for  Jan,  will  long 
be  remembered. 

We  do  feel  that  our  play  was  success- 
ful, for  our  audience  sat  quietly  spell- 
bound as  the  curtain  went  down  with  the 
Piper's  parting  words: 

"So      good      night — good      morning — and 

good-bye. 
There  is  so  much  piping  left  to  do 
I  must  be   off — and  pipe." 


Frolic  and  Fun 


MINSTREL  SHOW 

The   annual  show   of  course   you  know, 
Had   to   go,   but   not   too   slow. 
Sometime     in     January     t'was     rumored 

roun' 
"Show  your  talent,  and  act  like  a  clown." 
Over   night,   was   enough   for  us — 
A  goodly  number  appeared   right   off. 
Songs,    and   dances,   and   jokes   were    the 

call, 
Soon  came  one.  and  then  came  all. 
Rehearsals  every  afternoon  and  night 
Until   most   of   us   were    an    awful    sight. 
The  time  soon  came  and  oh!  that  night — 
A  bunch  of  fools — yes,  I  am  right. 
The  house  was  packed  to  the  very  doors 
The  people  wrere  waiting  to  give  encores; 
And  when  the  curtain  finally  went  up 
No    coons    were    there    to    entertain   the 

bunch. 
The  car  on  which  they  were  due  to  arrive 
Was  supposed  to  come   at  half  past  five. 
When  all  at  once  there  came  such  a  roar 
And   in   they  piled   from   every   door. 
Now,  the  fun  was  bound  to  start 
With  every  one  ready  to  do  her  part. 
The  opening  chorus  off  with  a  bang 
During  which  the  coons  looked  over  the 

gang 
And    there    was    Twom    with    his    girlie 

sweet 
Calm  and  serene  in   a  front  row  seat. 


Sambo  looked  around  for  Bill,  but  sorry 

today — 
He    was    riding    still,— Looking,    Looking, 

for  Normal  Hill. 
Well, — the   evening  passed  with   many   a 

laugh, 
When    all    was    o'er    to    our    rooms   we 

passed. 
I  never  have  told  you,  why  this  show 
Why? — the  Y.  W. — you  certainly  know. 
All  went  well  until  one  day 
Then  in  Assembly,  he  did  say — 
That  there  had  been  many  comments  of 

late 
And  said  Minstrel  Show  had  met  its  fate. 
So  now  I  fear  I've  made  it  clear 
Such  a  show  ne'er'l  take  place  next  year. 

THE  PARABLE  OF  THE  TROOP  TRAINS 

(With  Apologies  to  Safed  the  Sage.) 

Now,  behold,  it  fell  on  a  day  that  cer- 
tain persons  in  this  institution  who  did 
not  have  the  proper  attitude  said  unto  me, 
"Come  now  with  us,  and  we  will  go  down 
to  see  the  troop  trains."  "Nay,  verily," 
I  said,  "for  behold  I  wore  my  best  spring 
hat  today  and  lo,  the  rain  is  descending.  I 
paid  -$5.50  for  this  creation,  and  though 
it's  not  worth  more  than  $1.98,  I  do  not 
want  to  spoil  it."  But  they  constrained 
me    greatly,    so    I  hastily  masticated  my 
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lunch,  and  throwing  on  my  coat,  my  head 
exposed  to  the  April  rain,  I  ran  in  great 
haste  down  the  hill,  for  already  I  heard 
the  whistle  of  the  approaching  train. 
Then  I,  and  the  friends  who  persuaded 
me  to  come,  and  numerous  others  of  our 
institution  for  females,  stood  on  the  plat- 
form and  held  out  our  hands  so  that,  as 
the  trains  moved  slowly  by,  the  thousand 
or  more  young  men  on  our  side  of  the 
trains  could  slap  them  as  they  went  by. 
After  the  trains  had  gone  by,  and  it  being 
nearly  time  for  the  hygiene  class,  I  said 
to  my  companions,  "Come  now,  I  pray 
you,  and  go  back  to  your  duties  with  me." 
So  we  started  up  the  hill. 

And  as  we  ascended,  I  mused  to  my- 
self on  the  value  of  going  down  to  the 
troop  trains.  "Soul,"  I  said  to  myself, 
"thou  hast  done  a  foolish  thing  this  day, 
and  one  which  was  not  worth  the  exer- 
tion, for  behold,  thy  artificial  curl  is  com- 
ing out  of  thy  hair  on  account  of  the  rain. 
(I  always  do  my  hair  up  at  night  on  West 
Electric  Curlers,  they  being  guaranteed 
not  to  break  the  hair) ;  it  also  is  coming 
down,  and  thou  hast  not  time  to  do  it  be- 
fore class,  thy  hands  smell  of  cigarettes 
and  orange  peel,  and  are  smarting  because 
they  have  been  slapped  3,000  times;  arid 
thou  art  out  of  breath.  What  profit  has 
it  been  to  thee?"  Thus  I  communed  with 
myself,  when  suddenly  I  had  a  happy 
thought. 

"Friends  and  fellow  students,"  I  said, 
addressing  my  companions,  "I  am  con- 
vinced that  the  troop  trains  are  of  benefit 
to  us  as  young  women." 

Now  my  companions,  when  they  heard 
these  words  looked  at  me  askance,  for 
they  said  among  themselves.  "Behold  the 
sight  of  many  men  in  uniform  hath  de- 
mented her,  or  perchance  she  is  kidding 
us  along."  But  I,  observing  their  dark 
looks  hastened  to  explain,  "Lo,  I  said, 
Cans't  thou  not  see  that  whereas  formerly 
we  fooled  away  our  time  indoors  after 
lunch,  when  the  troop  trains  go  thru  we 
enjoy  much  healthy  exercise  in  the  open 
air  during  that  half  hour." 

Then  they  gazed  on  me  in  awed  sur- 
prise, and  whispered — one  to  another, 
"Verily,  her  wisdom  is  great,  and  by 
means  of  her  unfathomable  understanding, 
she  derives  benefit,  and  sees  rood  in  ev- 
erything." 

And  they  answered  in  chorus,  "I'll 
say  she  does!" 


ARMISTICE  DAY 

At  three  o'clock,  on  the  eleventh  of 
November,  we  were  awakened  by  bells 
ringing  furiously  throughout  the  village. 
For  a  moment  it  seemed  as  though  the 
whole  town  must  be  on  fire,  until  Mrs. 
Prouty  came  through  the  corridors  with 
a  lantern,  and  brought  us  the  glad  tidings 
that  the  armistice  was  signed.  She  told 
us  that  Doctor  Chalmers  had  telephoned 
that  be  would  be  up  in  a  few  moments, 
and  that  we  had  better  dress  as  quickly 
as  possible.  You  never  heard  so  much 
excitement — "Where  are  my  shoes!"  "Oh, 
Brad  will  be  home  for  the  dance!"  "I  am 
so  thrilled!"  "I  can't  believe  it!"  etc.,  and 
then  our  matron  tried  to  calm  us.  It  was 
no  use.  The  anxiety  of  the  preceding 
months  was  for  the  moment  forgotten, 
and  every  one  joined  their  voices  in  the 
joyous  din  and  confusion.  In  less  than 
lifteen  minutes,  we  were  a  well  organ- 
ized group  and,  headed  by  Dr.  Chalmers 
with  his  machine  and  a  drum  corps,  we 
marched  to  South  Framingham,  singing  as 
we  went  all  the  popular  war  camp  songs. 
As  we  approached  houses  in  the  village, 
when  every  thing  seemed  to  be  quiet,  we 
cried,  "Get  up!  Get  up!"  until  they  got  up. 

We  were  the  first  well  organized  pa- 
rade to  reach  South  Framingham  and  we 
were  greeted  with  cheers,  as  we  marched 
around  side  streets,  back  streets  and  main 
streets  until  it  seemed  as  though  we  were 
the  army  veterans  themselves.  After  the 
celebration  down  town,  we  marched  back 
to  the  dormitory  where  we  eagerly  wait- 
ed for  breakfast. 

At  nine  o'clock,  we  assembled  in  May 
Hall,  where  we  were  dismissed  from 
classes,  but  told  that  we  should  all  be 
expected  to  be  present  at  one  o'clock,  as 
Miss  Helen  Hughes  was  to  be  here  to 
speak  on  the  War  Drive  Campaign. 

At  dinner  time,  we  found  that  the  ma- 
trons had  decorated  the  dining  room  very 
attractively,  with  red,  white  and  blue 
crepe  paper.  Dr.  Chalmers  announced 
that  we  had  the  place  of  honor  in  the  pa- 
rade by  marching  back  of  the  "gobs." 
This  was  a  reward  of  merit  for  our  pre- 
vious showing.  Some  of  the  girls  were 
too  tired  to  go  but  those  who  cared  to 
march  went  to  South  Framingham.  They 
paraded  around  the  town  and  marched  to 
Camp  Darling  where  a  huge  bonfire  was 
lighted  and  the  day  was  ended  by  a  fire- 
work celebration. 


Who  's  Who 


WHO'S  WHO  IN  CROCKER 

Wittiest  Mary   Papineau 

Brightest  Margaret  Prendergast 


Class  Bluffer 
Most   Sympathetic 
Cutest 


Dorothea  Ferguson 

Ruth   Gould 

Doris   Nelson 


Most  Efficient 

Optimist 

Best  all  round  girl 

Most   Argumentative 

Best  Looking 

Most  Independent 

Most  Artistic 

Most  Musical 

Most  Loquacious 

Class  Flirt 

Class  Baby 

Most  Athletic 

Faculty  Pet 

Man  Hater 

Most  Domestic 

Most  Stylish 

Class  Punster 

Done  Most  For  Class 

Most  Absent  Minded 

Dreamiest 

Sleepiest 

Enthusiastic 

Most  Diplomatic 

Grind 

Most  Obliging 

Best  Sport 

Most  Dignified 

Best  Borrower 

Best  Lender 

Most  Attractive 

Pessimist 

Neatest 

Happiest 


Dorothy  Miner 

Hazel  Fairfield 

Olive  Foster 

Etta   Buckley 

Louise  Waldin 

Dorothea  Ferguson 

Margaret   Sampson 

Marjorie   Dennison 

Katherine  Baker 

Bertha  Barrows 

Etta  Buckley 

Esther  Preble 

Priscilla  Colby 

None  in  Class  of  1919 

Vivian  Richardson 

Helen  Porter 

Myrtis  Beecher 

Dorothy  Miner 

Marian  McClellan 

Bertha  Barrows 

Helen  Lebossiere 

Eleanor  Bourne 

Ruth  Gould 

Dorothy  Weeks 

Elsie  Adams 

Marjorie  Skinner 

Helen  Porter 

Eleanor  Bourne 

Marjorie  Skinner 

Gladys  Leonard 

Marion  Macdonald 

Lucy  Marcille 

Grace  Woodward 


WHO'S   WHO   AMONG   THE   REGULARS 


Wittiest 

Brightest 

Most  Efficient 

Class  Pessimist 

Class  Optimist 

Most  Argumentative 

All  Round 

Prettiest 

Most  Independent 

Most  Artistic 

Most  Musical 

Most  Domestic 

Class  Punster 

Class  Bluff 

Done  most  for  Class 

Best  Sport 

Most  Dignified 

Class  Grind 

Most  Absent  Minded 

Dreamiest 

Sleepiest 

Most  Enthusiastic 

Most  Diplomatic 

Most  Loquacious 

Class  Flirt 

Man  Hater 

Most  Attractive 

Class  Baby 

Most  Athletic 


Stella  Chaisson 

Dorothy  Gibson 

Sarah  Cushman 

Marguerite  Holmes 

Beatrice  Battles 

Miriam  Murray 

Dorothy  Carter 

Ruth  Thrasher 

Alice    Borden 

Phyllis  Winkler 

Eleanor  Anderson 

May  Lettany 

Irene   Cobb 

Marguerite  Holmes 

Phyllis  Winkler 

Elsie  Egan 

Sarah    Cushman 

Agnes  King 

Betty  Goodwin 

Dorothy  Howe 

Edith  Benson 

Katherine  Strong 

Annie   Burns 

Hazel  Albee 

Bernice  Winslow 

Grace  Ward 

Susan  Shearer 

Katherine  Kelly 

Betty  Goodwin 
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Germs 

0  Germs  are  little  animals 
Of  different  shapes  and  sizes 
Witch  dwell  inside  your  body 
And  fill  you, with  surprizes. 

There's  a  million  different  kinds  of  germs 
And  eetch  as  a  different  shape 
If  moar  than  10.000  attack  you  at  wunts, 
You're    lucky   if   you   escape. 

O,  thare's  good  germs  and  bad  germs 
And  germs  that  are  just  fair 
They  attack  the  rich  as  well  as  the  poor 
The  rag  picker  as  well  as  the  mayor. 

The  good  germs  fite  the  bad  wuns 
Thare   always   having  fites 
Only  we  can't  feal  them  doing  it 
Or  we  couldn't  sleep  at  nites. 

O  thares  meezel  germs  and  mumps  germs 
And  germs  of  appendiseetis 
Thares   little   germs   that   makes   us   cold 
And  little  germs  that  heet  us. 

Sum  peepil  have  moar  than  uthers 
And  everyboddy's  got  at  leest  wun, 
And  even  you  feal  you're  stomick  aching 
Its  only  some  germs  having  fun. 

You  can  put  5000  on  the  point  of  a  pin 
Only  you  have  to  get  hold  of  them  first, 
Germs  are  so  small  thare  invisible 
And  don't  make  any  noise  wen  they  bust. 

There  is   only  wun  way  to  see  them 
If  you  got  a  microscope  to  do  it, 
So  they  proberly  can't  see  eetch  uther 
Cause  how  cood  a  germ  look  throo  it? 


The  Practice  Teachers 

When  girls  go  out  to  practice  school, 
They  become  professional   as   a   rule, 
Develop  attitude  and  poise — 
Don't  ever  dream  of  making  noise: 

On    Tuesday    and    Thursday,    they    come 

back,  you  know, 
Then  they've  a  chance  their  "teacherish 

look"  to  show. 
That    nice    long    skirt    and    waist    up    to 

chin, 
Thev   surelv   look   down   on   us   who   are 

"in"!' 

They    are    not    obliged    to    worry    about 

classes, 
Their  talk  concerns  only  lads  and  lasses. 
"One  of  m)  youngsters  did  this  or  that," 
And  so  they  rave  on  while  on  edging  thev 

tat. 

But  do  you  know  what  I  really  think? 
This    professionalism     does     not    far    in 

sink! 
Listen!   and  a  tale  to  you  I'll  unfold 
About    three    of    these    girls — don't    tell 

them  I  told. 

"Dot"  H,.  "Dot"  C.,  and  Betty,"  they  say 
To    the    drugstore,     one    Thursday,    did 

wend  their  way. 
'Twasn't  for  note-book  covers  they  went 
No!  but  for  what  could  be  for  a  cent! 

From  the  drugstore  they  emerged  with — 

lollypops! 
Went  back  to  Normal  with  skips  and  with 

hops. 
I  may  be  wrong,  but  tell  me  true, 
Would  a  "real  professional"  such  a  thing 

do? 


Whv  did  you  take  the  H.  A.   course? 
How  often  we  have  been  asked  this  ques- 
tion on  the  tale  end  of  tin  exam. 
Answer: — 

I  practice  all  the  homely  arts: 
I  bake,  I  sweep,  I  sew; 
I  hate  it  but  this  sort  of  thing 
Attracts   the   men,   you   know. 


Teacher — "Why  do  hens  eat  grit  and 
sand?" 

Pupil — "To  filter  the  water  and  sharp- 
en their  teeth." 


Toot!  Toot!  Toot!— (The  troop-trains 
of  the  26th  division  were  going  through  on 
their  way  to  Camp  Devens.  The  station 
— about  six  yards  away.)  Miss  Armstrong 
— (Discussing  the  carrying  out  of  our 
ideals  in  the  teaching  profession)  "Oh, 
girls!  Don't  you  just  ache  to  get  out  and 
do  something!" 

Yes — we  were  aching  to  get  out,  but 
out  plans  had  nothing  to  do  with"  teach- 
ing" ideals.  There  are  more  kinds  than 
one,  you  know! 
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The  "Prof" 

The  "Prof"  is  known  by  many, 
Has   damsels   not   a   few, 
But  when  he  is  so  winning, 
What  are  you  going  to  do? 

He  is  so  nice  and  proper 
No  critic  could  deny, 
That   though  on   cars   he   travels 
He  never  winks  an  eye. 

He   is  always  very  busy 
Composing  Penman's  wiles, 
But   some   times   when   things   happen 
His  face  is  wreathed  in  smiles. 

We  do  not  like  to  bother 
About    our   friend's    ado's, 
But  "Prof"  is  much  addicted 
To  running  "up-phone"  dues. 

And  all  for  one  lone  maiden 
Who  lived  so  far  away, 
He   owed  this  little  fortune 
Which  he  was  loath  to  pay. 

"I   cannot    stand    this    longer," 
And   therefore — awful   shame, 
Our   "Prof"   must   break   the   promise 
And  forget  the  maiden's   name. 

To  make  his  life  worth  living 
To  teaching  he  has  turned. 
I  hope  this  noble  service 
Will  ne'er,  ne'er  be  spurned! 

And  so  he  is  by  daylight; 
But  when  the  day  is  o'er, 
A  host   of  lovely   maidens 
He  leads  out  on  the  floor! 

It  is  his  only  pastime 
(Except  his  wayside   lunch), 
For  so  often  he  is  tempted 
On    some   goody   for   to   crunch. 

No  more  shall  we  disturb  him, 
But   leave   him   at   his   ease, 
To  munch  his  fudge  and  apples, 
Or   a   little    lemon    squeeze! 


Stella,  dearest,  please  tell  me, 
How  can  a  human  be 
Witty,  wise  and  yet  so  wee! 


"Guess   Who1?"   in   the   Faculty 

A  maiden  never  bold: 
Of  spirit  so  still  and  quiet,  that  her  mo- 
tion 
Blushed  at  herself. 


Sing  a  song  of  Christmas 

With  candles  burning  bright,  » 

Four  and  twenty  Seniors 

Upon   a   winter's   night 

Sang   to   all   the   teachers 

'Neath  the  pale  moon  light; 

Now  wasn't  that  a  dandy  way 

To  start  the  Season   right? 

Miss  Duff  sat  by  the  fireplace 

And   gazed   at   the   flickering  light, 

The  girls  stood  on  the  car  track 

And  sang  with  all  their  might, 

When   out   the   door   some   peanuts   came 

Their  palates  to  delight; 

Now   wasn't   this   the    nicest   way. 

To  greet  them  on  that  night? 


My  name  you  know  is  "Bunny." 

My    disposition    sunny, 

A  home-maker,  by  nature, 

Not  my  choice  to  be  a  "taichure" 

And  two  years  from  now,  I  sincerely  hope 

That  if  I'm  not  married,  I'll  surely  elope! 


Tune:   Long   Long  Trail 

There  is  a  long  steep  hill   to  Normal 

To  Alma  Mater  so  dear 

Which  we  as  Juniors  used  to  climb 

To  chemistry  with  fear. 

But  t'is  riot  all  work  and  worry 

For  their  are  times  when   we're   gay 

With  bacon  bats   and   socials   given 

By  the  Y.  W.  C.  A. 


Notice! 


Lost — A  fountain  pen,  walking  up  the 
back  side  of  Normal  Hill.  Finder  please 
return   to  Mrs.  Hemenway's  office. 


Student — "We  haven't  any  price  for 
yeast." 

Miss  Nicholass — "Yes,  the  question  of 
yeast  is  a  rising  one." 


102 


THE    DIAL 


The  Agonies  of  House   Practise 
Tune:  For  Love. 

I. 

You   need  your  courage 

When  you're  in  the  scrummage 

To  feed  thirty  or  more; 

Some    won't    eat    sausages,    others    won't 
eat  porridiges, 

Calories  an  grams  don't  count, 

But  when  the  meal  is  over, 

They  must  all  feel  full. 

Can  you  all  appreciate 

The  job  of  feeding  twenty-eight! 

That  is  what  I  ask  of  you. 
II. 

How  can  one  be  dignified 

When  potatoes  must  be  fried, 

And  only  ten  minutes  'fore  lunch, 

Hustle    on    the    frying   pan,    cut   potatoes 
fast  you  can, 

Get  the  "eats"  ready  for  the  bunch, 

Then  when  the  bell  is  ringing 

Your  apron  you  fling 

Sache  in  the  dining-room 

Your  cheeks  wear  a  rosy  bloom. 

This  is  the  truth  from  me. 
III. 

We  rise  at  dawn  dear, 

Every  single  morn  dear, 

Get  the  breakfast  for  you; 

We  make  the  cereal 

Out  of  raw  material, 

Fix  the  grapefruit  for  you, 

Then   when   the   muffins   are   ready,  with 
raspberry   jam, 

We  serve  the  coffee  hot  in  the  shiny  cof- 
fee pot, 

That's  what  we  do  for  you. 
IV. 

Cooks  leave  the  table,  soon   as  they   are 
able 

To  get  luncheon  for  you, 

While  teacher  reads  you    household  pro- 
cedure, 

You  are  bored  stiff  'tis  true, 

Then   when   the   luncheon's   ready, 

You  hear  them  all  yell, 

First   comes   the   dishes   and   then   comes 
the  fishes, 

And  ding!  goes  the  bell  at  twelve. 
V. 

When  we're  having  meals  planned 

We  must  think  of  food  and 

We  must   get  the   fats   in.  carbohydrates, 
protein, 

Dietetics — what   next? 


Mineral  matter  complex 
To  make  the  diet  complete; 
We  all  know  this  well, 
We  must  have  the  vitamines,  foolish  lit- 
tle vitamines. 
Who  says  that  course  ain't — ? 

VI. 
When  we're  making  agar, 
Agar,  Agar,  Agar, 
For  the  cocci  to  grow, 
We    test    the    pantry,    kitchen    and    back 

entry, 
Refrigerator,  cellar,  we  know, 
After  testing  milk  in   Crocker. 
We're   all  sure  we'll   die 
From  the  number  of  bacteria 
In   that   little   area, 
You  ask  your  friend  named  "Meier." 

VII. 
We  dress  for  dinner 
Praying  to  grow  thinner 
Work  our  heads  off  for  you, 
Half  slice  our  finger  off, 
Cutting  up  the  goulash, 
Burn  our  necks  near  in  two, 
Then  out  of  biscuits  we've  made 
You  play  hand  grenades, 
Soon   come   the   second   term.   F   division 

gets   the   germ, 
Our  game  at  war  is  o'er. 


September 
Little  juniors,  so  they  say 
Went   a-gardening   one   day, 
In  white  shoes  and  silken  hose 
All  dressed  up  in  party  clothes. 
But   the   garden   did   the   deed, 
Of   reprimand   there   was    no    need. 
For  pulling  beans  in   festive  dress 
Makes   little   girls   come   out — a   mess! 

June 

Low-heeled  shoes  'tis  now  they  wear 
And   done   up   every   lock   of  hair, 
Collars  high  adorn   their  throat, 
Latest   styles   are   now   remote, 
Foreheads   all   are   creased  with  lines 
Telling  tales   of  Junior   grinds. 
Changes   which,   of   course,    allude 
To   the   teacher's   attitude. 


Mr.  Meir,  Mr.  Meir,  how  does  your  gar- 
den grow, 

Without  a  weed, 

And  lots  of  seed, 
And  bending  backs  all  in  a  row! 
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After  Ten 

At  ten  o'clock  out  go  the  lights, 
Our  prison  cells  are  darkened, 
Our  work  is  over  for  the  night, 
And  into  bed  we  go,  but    harken! 
Someone   forgot  to  do  her  "chem." 
Another  neglected  to  write  to  Lem, 
A  third  thought  of  her  one  last  seam, 
And  Mary  had  to  write  an  English  theme. 
Oh,    thanks    to    that    one    lone    gleam  of 

light 
That   shines  in   the   corridor   all   through 

the  night! 
The  theme  was  written,  the  "chem"  was 

done, 
Lem  got  a  letter,  and  the  seam  was  run. 


"State  Your  Aim" 
(Here  it  is.) 
I  want  to  be  a  teacher 
And  with  the  teachers  shine. 
I  want  a  good  position 
For  a  place   near  home,  I  pine. 
And  when  I'm  sick  of  teaching. 
I  want  to  meet  a   man 
Who'll  do  just  as  I  tell  him, 
Agree  with  ev'ry  plan. 
Have  a  great  big  limousine, 
He   must  love  me  quite   a  little, 
If  all  these  things  don't  come  to  me, 
I'll  think  that  fate  is  mean. 


Mr.  Howe — "I  know  a  woman  who 
wouldn't  be  seen  wearing  a  near  silk 
petticoat." 

Remarks — We   hope   she   wouldn't. 


Something  to  be  Thankful  For 

Mr.  Howe  in  lecture  on  "Rheuma- 
tism"— "I  know  a  woman  who  can't 
drink  the  Framingham   water  supply." 

What  would  we  do  if  she  ever  recov- 
ered and  tried  to? 


Dottie's  Revenge 
(A  playlet  in  one  act.) 

Scene — Crocker   Hall. 

Characters — Dottie  Murdock,  "Clelly," 
Mrs.   Brofy,  several  girls. 

Time— April  Fool's  Day:    9:00  P.  M. 
Act  I.  Scene  I. 

Dottie — (at  pay  station  in  Crocker)— 
"Framingham.   126-R." 

(Telephone  in   Crocker  office  rings.) 

Mrs.   Brofy— "Hello." 

Dottie — "May  I  speak  to  Marion 
McLellan?" 

Mrs.  Brofy— (going  to  foot  of  stairs)— 
"Miss  McLellan!"  (pause)  "Marion  McLel- 
lan !" 

Chorus  of  Voices — "'Clelly!" 

'Clelly— "Aw  it's  an  April   Fool." 

(Exasperated). 

Mrs.  Brofy — "Marion  McLellan  is 
wanted  at  the  telephone." 

Chorus  of  Voices — "Honest,  'Clelly. 
No  kidding!  Really." 

('Clelly  descends  and  goes  to  tele- 
phone.) 

'Clelly— "Hello."  (You  know  that 
particular  drawl,  don't  you?) 

Dottie— "Is    this    Miss    McLellan?" 

'Clelly— "Yes." 

Dottie — "Springfield  is  calling.  Please 
hold  the  line." 

'Clelly— "All   right." 

(Business  of  closing  door  and  collect- 
ing thoughts  as  to  week-end  engagements 
and  open  dates.) 

(Dottie  meanwhile  waits  impatiently 
for  one  minute  at  pay  station.) 

Dottie —  "Miss  McLellan?  Are  you 
readv?" 

'Clelly    (impatiently)— "Yes." 

Dottip  (very  calmly) — "All  right. 
Thank  you.     Good-bye!" 

(Dottie  makes  a  dash  for  third  floor 
and  'Clelly  after  her.  'Clelly  grabs  Dot- 
tie  around  the  neck.) 

'Clelly — "You — you — you — ! ! ! 
Curtain. 


Taint   no   use   cooking 

Only  dots 
Taint  no  use  o'  drawing 

Only   blots 
Taint  no  use  o'  plugging 

Just  Flunk 
Taint  no  use  living 
World's   Punk! 
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Parody  on  "The  Charge  of  the  Light 
Brigade." 


Half  a  day,  half  a  day,  half  a  day  onward. 

Through  the  frials  of  chemistry 

Our  seventy-nine  wandered. 

Forward  division  B. 

Begulate  the  gas,  said  he. 

Are  you  sure  that  you  follow  me? 

Mr.  "H"  mumbled. 

II. 
Forward  Division  A. 
Was  there  a  girl  afraid? 
Not  tho'  the  whole  class  knew,  someone 

had  blundered. 
Their's   not   to  make   reply, 
Their's  but  to  reason  why, 
Their's  but  to  weep  and  cry. 
Out  from  the  Junior  Lab, 
Fifty-two  stumbled. 

III. 
Fats  to  right  of  them, 
Sugar   to   left   of   them,   protein   in   front 

of  them  volley'd  and  thundered. 
Thrown   at  them  like   shot   and  shell, 
Like  larva  from  the  mouth  of  hell, 
But  badly  they  strove  and  well, 
Came  through  the  half  hundred. 

IV. 
Protein  charts  whirled  in  air. 
Some  of  them  tore  their  hair, 
Others  had  nightmare,   others 

yelled   what  do   I   care? 
But  everyone  wondered. 
Urged   on  by   many  a  poke 
When  all  were  about  to  croke, 
Out  came  the  little  note 
Some  knew  they  blundered. 
Then   they    came   back, 
But  not — not  the  half  hundred. 

V. 
Problems   to   right   of  them, 
Calories  to  left  of  them, 
Mr.    "H"     behind     them,     sputtered     and 

mumbled. 
Those  who'd  worked  hard  and  well 
Found  there  was  much  to  tell, 
As  they  creeped  from  this   Senior  cell 
Out  from  the  school  so  dear, 
Into  the  world  of  fear, 
All  that  was  left  of  them 
Of  the  half  hundred. 


VI. 

When   can   their  glory  fade, 
0,  the  wild  stab  they  made, 
All  the  world  wondered. 
Honor  the  names  they  made, 
Honor   their   glorious   trade, 
Xoble  half  hundred. 


Miss  X. — to  student— "What  did  Dr. 
Sheldon  speak  about?" 

Student — "He  is  organizing  groups  for 
more  discussion  among  ourselves." 

Miss  N. — (Horrified) — "Heaven  for- 
bid!" 


Conundrum 

"If  the  United  States  should  purchase 
Lower  California,  of  what  significance 
will  this  purchase  be  to  next  year's 
seniors?" 

"Why,  it  merely  means  another  teach- 
ing lesson  on  territorial  acquisition! 
That's  all!" 


Few  of  us  indeed  have  heard  of  the 
viscosity  of  cream — but  who  doesn't 
know  the  Miss  Cossittv  of  dresses  and 
hats? 


Clelly — (giving  a  graphic  account  of 
her  visit  to  "her  family") — "The  little 
boy  eats  quite  a  lot,  and  is  fairly  healthy 
looking — but  is  not  up  to  par!" 


Mr.  Archibald — "How  long  do  you 
hold  a  hold,  anyhow?" 

Senior— "Till  the  conductor  tells  you 
to   get   off." 


Summer    School    Pass    Word 

Ain't  you  got  no  eggs? 

Ain't-  said  I  ain't. 

Ain't  asked  you  ain't  you  ain't. 

Asked  you   ain't   you  is. 

Is  vou? 


•jpsjno."L 
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Little  Monologues 

"Now,  girls,  down  back  there — stop  your 

chatter ! 
This  class  is  not  on  subject  matter 
It's  methods,  girls,  and  I  can't  see 
By  what  you  know,  how  it  can  be!" 

"You  must  be  a  story-teller, 
Have  essentials  of  a  speller, 
Know   each   subject — to   present, 
How  to  meet   each   argument. 
Make  your  words — yes — more  expressive, 
And    make    each    thing   taught — progres- 
sive !" 

"Good    gracious,    girls! — Can't    you    even 

sing  "loo"? 
Great   Guns!   But   I'll   have   to  get   after 

you! 
You've  got  about  as  much  notion  of  tune, 
As  a  cat  would  have  of  the  Man  in  the 

Moon! 
By   Jolly  Jupiter!   Something's   going   to 

happen  quick! 
Your     mask-like    expressions    make    me 

sick! 
Now  girls!  Don't  think   I'm   angry   with 

you ! 
But  for  the  land's  sake — won't  you  learn 

to  sing  'loo'?" 


There  was  a  young  lady  named  "Guppy" 
Who,   rarely,  had   quite  enough   "suppy." 
Now   Guppy's  pal  both    (day   and   night) 
Ruth,  you  know, — was  in   like  plight, 
Now!  on  the  other  side  of  the  hill 
Tis  mighty  easy  to  get  your  fdl 
On   delicious  hot-dogs  and   a   nice  warm 

bun, 
So  Guppy  and  Buth  go  down  on  the  run! 
Come    up    with    their   hot-dogs    and    nice 

warm  buns 
Come  back  and  into  their  rooms  on  the 

run! 
'Tis    7    o'clock!    No    hot-dogs    now! 
Must  wait  two  hours  or  there'll  be  a  row. 
How  to  keep   their  hot-dogs   hot? 
My!  but  their's  is  an  awful  lot! 
And    idea!    Suddenly    the    thermos    bottle 

they  see 
In    go   the   hot-dogs — three   plus    three. 
To  the  radiators  the  buns  they  tie 
Then    to    do    their    lessons    they    try! 
Now  don't  you  think  that  Buth  and  Gup- 
py 
Who  very  rarely  get  quite  enough  "suppy" 
Will  have  quite   a  feast  when   the   clock 

strikes    nine 
And    they    on    their    buns    and    hot-dogs 

may  dine?" 


"Girls,  girls!  Get  into  step! 
Haven't  you  got  a  spark  of  pep? 
Halt!  One-two!  Mark  time! 
Stand  up  straight — you're  in  your  prime. 
Get  your  spaces!  Count  by  two's! 
Will  that  young  lady  explain  her  white 

shoes? 
Are  you  in  your  places?     To    attention 

come! 
Girls   back   there   will   you   please   keep 

mum ! 
Arms    upward    raise! — oh,    girls,    you're 

dense! 
Where,    oh,    where    is    your    rythmical 

sense? 
I  don't  wonder  Mr.  Archibald  gets  angry 

with  you! 
Ready  for  dismissal!  Pass!  One-two! 


Mr.  Howe — "Cleanliness  is  next  to 
Godliness." 

Miss  McL. — "No!  Cleanliness  is  next 
to  impossible." 

Note — She  has  evidently  read  "Dere 
Mable." 


Learn  to  say  No!  and  it  will  be  of 
more  use  to  you  than  to  be  able  to  read 
Latin. 

(Yes,  yes,  yes.  yes!) 


A  beautiful  and  happy  girl 

With  step  as  light  as  summer  air, 

Eyes  glad  with  smiles,  and  brow  of  pearl 

Shadowed   by   many    a    careless    curl 

Of  unconfine  hair. 

I   am  monarch   of  all  I  survey 
My  right  there  is  none  to  dispute 
When   lovely   woman   stoops   to   folly 
And  finds   too   late   that   men   betray, 
What   charm   can   soothe  her  melancholy 
What   art   can   wash   her   guilt   away! 

An  ounce  of  prevention  is  worth  a  pound 
of  cure. 


Mr.  A.  (in  Assembly) — "Will  the  junior 
with  the  bumpers  on  the  side  of  her  face 
please  give  me  her  attention?" 
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Names  of  great  books  all  remind  us: — 

House  of  Seven  Gables  Crocker  Hall 

School  for  Scandal  F.  N.  S. 

Standard  Dictionary  of  Facts 

Etta  Buckley 
Ivan-Hoe  Mr.  Meier 

Freckles  Eleanor  Bourn 

Martha  by  the  Day  Mil  Martin 

Much  Ado  About  Nothing  K.  Baker 

Last  of  the  Mohicians  Sammy 

The  Crisis  Jr.  Mid  year  Exams 

The  Car  of  Destiny 

Boston   Worceester   Limited 
Amaralli  of  Clothes  Line  Alley 

Marion  McDonald 
A  Source  of  Irritation  Class  Day 

The  Boad  to  Understanding  State  St. 


Mr.  Meier— (to  B  Seniors)— "I  do  hope 
you  girls  will  leave  as  good  trade-marks 
(note-books)  as  the  girls  left  who  have 
just  passed  away." 

Gone — but  not  forgotten! 


F-r-n-s  W-r-d  (teaching  gymn) — "Neck 
backward  stretch!  legs  sideways  raise! 
In  series.     Beady — go!" 


Senior  B  Boll  Call— "Bugology" 

Miss  Anderson — not  present? 

She  surely  isn't  sick 

Plays  the  piano  all  day  long 

And  jumps  around  right  quick! 

Margaret  Cloe — 

What's   the  matter  with  you? 

Such  a  worried  expression  on  your  face! 

Your   surely  don't   feel  blue! 

Sarah  Cushman — She's  always  here — 

Now,  lets  see,  can  she  spell  "deer" 

Florence     Duncan — haven't     heard    from 

you, 
Bead  that   (emptv?)   notebook, 

You! 
Faith  Duplessis,  where  is  she? 
That's  right  Faith,  now  don't  mind  me. 
Elsie   Eagen, — she's   right   here 
That's  the  notion — another  "deer" 
Edna    Guppy — so   you're   here — 
Going  to  Maiden   again  this  year? 
And  Agnes  King,  right  in  the  front  seat 
Alwavs  looks  so  nice  and  neat. 


Esther  McPhee,  where  can  she  be? 
Not  back  this  week,  oh  dear  me! 
Margaret  Nelson,  there  you  are  now, 
Does  your  father  own   a  cow? 
Bertha   Boberts — not   here   today? 
She  usually  has  a  lot  to  say. 
Let   me   see   now, — Margaret   Shea 
Oh!  that's   fine, — she   looks   right   gay. 
Catherine  Strong — now  that's  right  good. 
Didn't  I  tell  you  that  she  would? 
Well,  Miss  Tansey,  your  turn  to  recite — 
And   we   all   sit  back   and   grin   with  de- 
light! 


Miss  Nicholass — "Today  we  must  do 
some   negative   gardening." 

Seniors  adjourn  to  the  cellar  to  sprout 
potatoes. 


Drippings   from   Summer   School 

Oh,  life  is  full  of  soft  tomatos 

Containing  large  black  polka  dots 

We  sit  here  and  we  scalp  them 

And   our   work   is   just   begun. 

We  peel  them  and  we  slice  them 

And  our  work  is   never  done. 

Our  hands  are  of  a  greenish  yellow  hue 

And  dripping  with  delicious  shiny  glue 

We  do  not  worry,  we  may 

Yet  get  them  done  by  Judgment  Day. 

Ah,  life  is   full   of  soft  tomatos. 


Who  Knows  Herbart? 

(In  biology) — Student — (reading  ex- 
amination questions) — "Discuss  child's 
preparation  for  the  subject  and  teacher's 
presentation  of  it." 

Mr.  Meier — "What  do  you  see  sticking 
out  of  that  questioin?" 

M-r-g-t  S-h-a — "Herbart !'" — and  adds 
in  a  stage  whisper — "Feet  first." 


Definition 

Miss  Gerritson — "A  sentence  is  no  kind 
of  a  word  to  end  a  preposition  with." 


Miss  Bamsdell — "Come  to  me  for  a 
conference  at  2:30  wherever  I  am,  and 
if  I'm  not  there — wait  for  me  until  I 
come!" 
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Psychology  Tests 

Miss  Ramsdell — "A  synonyum   for  the 
word  'silent'  quickly." 
Annie   Burns — "Mum." 


His   infant's   eye   hath   seen   the   light 
His    childhood's    merriest    laughter    rung 
And   active   sports   to  manlier   might 
And   nerves   of  boyhood   stung. 


Miss  Nicholass — "Give  stage  between 
Lamb   and   Mutton." 

Senior  —  Lamb — veal — mutton — Some 
animal  I'll  say. 


Miss  Ramsdell — "A  hoe  is  to  the  garden 
as  a  pair  of  scissors  is  to  the  tailor. 
Now — a  ring  is  to  the  finger  as  what  is 
to  the  arm?" 

Miss  Yang — "The  ring  is  to  the  finger 
as  the  man  is  to  the  arm." 


Mr.  Meier  pushing  H.  Smith  a  chair — 
"I  think  you  had  better  sit  under  the 
table." 


Even  as  You  and  I 

Student — "What  is  the  cause  of  swol- 
len  glands?" 

Miss  Sewall — "Why — er — ah,  the  er — 
ah — air  gets  in  and  then  they  get  puffed 
up." 


Miss  Armstrong — "We  all  have  a  bio- 
logical inheritance.  We  resemble  some 
of  our  ancestors  and  usually  inherit 
their   characteristics." 

Deep  groan  and  noise  of  some  one 
falling  in  a  faint! 

She  comes  to! 

Miss  Armstrong — "What's  the  trouble, 
Miss   Cloe?" 

Miss  Cloe — "You've  never  seen  my 
ancestors." 


Miss  Armstrong — "What  other  ideals 
are  you  going  to  live  up  to  when  you  are 
teachers?" 

Bertha— (feelingly)— "Well!  I  hope  I 
won't  be  bothered  with  a  lot  of  dates." 

(She  may  have  meant  historical  dates 
— but  we   doubt   it.) 


A   Tragedy   in    One   Act 

Scene — Reading  room  (also  known  as 
physiology  room).  The  room  is  large 
but  simply  furnished.  A  tall  narrow  cup- 
board reposes  in  one  corner.  (The  con- 
tents of  the  cupboard  are  unknown  to 
the   occupants    of   the    room.) 

Characters — Miss      Kingman    and    her 
class  of  juniors.  Juniors  (dramatizing) : — 
Old  Mother  Hubbard 
Went  to  the  cupboard, 
To  get  her  poor  dog  a  bone. 
But  when  she  got  there 
The  cupboard  was — but,  no! 
The  cupbard  was  not  bare,  for  there, 
reposing   peacefully,   was    Theodora    (the 
skeleton)    in    all   her   glory,   and   so    you 
see   the   closet   was   full    of   bones!      Not 
more  than  half  of  the  audience  fainted! 
Quick.     Curtain 


Miss  Greenough— "Who  can  tell  me 
something  about   William  Penn?" 

Ruth  Steward— "The  only  thing  I  re- 
member is  that  he  shot  an  apple  off  his 
son's  head." 
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HUMOR  BORN  IN  HOT  WEATHER 

Looking  at  the  sign  she  said,  "Is  Bill  bored?" 
Drawing  near  the  freezer  she  said  "I  scream !" 
Nearing  the  machine  he  remarked,  "Is  Bob  in?' 
After  July  first,  can  shoes  be  tapped? 


A  PETITION 

We  the  undersigned  do  hereby  and  hereon  petition 
the  State  Board  of  Education,  the  Deputy  Commission- 
ers, and  the  faculty  of  our  dear  Alma  Mater,  that  a  course 
in  printing  be  installed  in  this  school — that  Framingham 
girls  may  compete  more  successfully  with  Tufts  College. 

B.  KAKEB. 
M.  DINEB. 
L.  CANE. 
L.  MAMSON. 
M.  DUBDOCK. 
S.  BEWABT. 
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FUTURE  OCCUPATIONS 

Shoplifter  "Gab." 

Doctor  "Gooze." 

Printer  "K." 

Inventor  "Myrtis." 

Lawyer  "Etta." 

Talking  Machine  Advertizer       "Nan." 
Costume  Critic  for  Vogue  "Est." 


The  Class  of  1919 

We're  the  class  of  19 19  of  Framingham  so  dear, 
And  our  faces  ever  sadder  grow  as  the   parting 

time  grows   near. 
We  hate  to  bid  you  all  good-bye, 
And  here  are  a  few  of  the  reasons  why. 

We  've  shone  in  all  our  classes, 
We  've  shone  in   volley  ball  ! 
And  the  way  the  teachers  loved  us, 
Pleased  us  best  of  all  ! 

And  when  at  last   we  've  left  you, 
Whatever  will  you  do  ? 

No  dignified  seniors  your  actions  to  guide  ! 
No  elder  sisters  in  whom  to  confide  ! 

Such  a  class  as  ours 

Was  never  known  before, 

And  to  think  we  have  to   leave  you! 

Yes  !  now  and  forevermore  ! 


MEMORANDA 


ADVERTISEMENTS 


ADVERTISEMENTS 


THE 

OLD  CENTRE  STORE 

WISHES  THE 

GRADUATING  CLASS  OF 

1919 

A  HAPPY  AND 

PROSPEROUS 

FUTURE 


ERNEST  L.  SVENSON  ALFRED  E.  SVENSON 


ADVERTISEMENTS 


i 


W.    J.    FLYNN  M.    BEAN 

DESIGNERS  —  DECORATORS 

FLOWERS   FOR   ALL   OCCASIONS 
Prompt   Deliveries 
CROUCH  BUILDING  PHONES 

Framingham,  Mass.  Store  1183-M:  Res.  717 


If  you  would  enjoy  the  satisfaction — 

that  follows  courteous,  prompt,  and  efficient  service, 
mail  us  a  list  of  your  requirements  for  any  service. 

You  will  immediately  receive  an  attractive  quotation  of 
Current  Net  Prices 

Cambridge  Botanical  Supply  Co. 

Laboratory  Equipment  WAVERLEY,  MASS. 

APPARATUS  AND  SUPPLIES  FOR  ALL  SCIENCES 


Protect  the  Purity  of  Home  Baking 

The  leavener  you  use  is  largely  responsible  for  the  flavor,  texture, 
wholesomeness  and  appearance  of  your  home  baking.  This  is  why 
it  is  of  the  utmost  importance  that  you  use 

RUMFORD 

THE  WHOLESOME 

BAKING  POWDER 

By  reason  of  its  superior  and  uniform  strength,  its  keeping  quality 
and  very  reasonable  price,  no  housekeeper  can  use  Rumford  Baking 
Powder  without  realizing  the  saving  in  money  and  materials. 

A  COOK  BOOK  FREE 

Each   can   contains   a   card   entitling   the   purchaser   to   a 

cook    book    containing    recipes    for    Chafing  Dish,  Teas, 

Receptions,    etc.,    compiled    by    Fannie    Merritt    Farmer. 

RUMFORD  CHEMICAL  WORKS  Providence,  R.  I. 


ADVERTISEMENTS 


QUEEN  QUALITY  SHOES 

Harding's  Shoe  Store 

Irving  Square 
FRAMINGHAM,  MASS 


We  want  this  store  to  be  your  store 

We  can  serve  your  every  need 

in    drugs    and    sundries. 

We    ask    your    patronage    on    the 

basis    of    quality,    accuracy 

and    fair    dealing. 


Rice  &  Shannon 

Druggists 

National   Bank  Bldg. 
FRAMINGHAM,  MASS. 

The  San-Tox  Store 


COMPLIMENTS  OF 


Travis  &  Cunningham 

The  Rexall  Drug  Store 


ADVERTISEMENTS 


COMPLIMENTS  OF 

S.  BAKER 

JEWELER     •     OPTOMETRIST 

Irving  Square,  Framingham,  Mass. 

COMPLIMENTS  OF 

Virgies  Woman's  Store 

212  Waverley  Street,  Framingham,  Mass. 


ADAMS  COMPANY 

Ladies*  and  Children's  Furnishings 
and  Dry  Goods 

THE  CASH  DISCOUNT  STORE 


The  Fickett  Teachers'  Agency 

Eight    Beacon    Street,    Boston,  Mass. 
EDWARD   W.   FICKETT,    Proprietor 

Graduates  of  the  Elementary  and  Household  Arts   Courses 
have  found  our  service  thoroughly  satisfactory. 


ADVERTISEMENTS 


COMPLIMENTS  OF 

A.  T.  WOOD  &  CO. 

DRY  GOODS 

Framingham,  Massachusetts 


Compliments  of 

"The  Woman's  Fashion  Shop" 

Complete  Outfit  of  Women's  Apparel 
FRAMINGHAM,  MASS. 


FOR 

COMPLIMENTS  OF 

GOOD  EATS 

Canning  Bros. 

VISIT 

Shoe  Dealers 

Fitts  Bros. 

FRAMINGHAM,  MASS 

Framingham 

Market 

ADVERTISEMENTS 


Framingham's  Finest  Drug  Store 

WILSONIA  BUILDING 

E.  J.  ROBBINS,  Registered  Pharmacist,  Proprietor 
Best  place  in  town  for  Ice  Cream  Sodas  and  College  Ices 


W.  J.  SANBORN  &  CO. 

Department  Stores,  Framingham,  Mass. 

Women's    Tailored    Suits    and     Coats 

Silk   and    Lingerie   Waists,    Fowne's   Kid    and    Fabric    Gloves 
Phoenix  and  Gordon   Dye   Hosiery,   Fine   Dress   Goods 

RELIABLE   GOODS  AT   LOW   PRICES 


FRAMINGHAM  LAUNDRY,  Inc. 

ELBIN  F.  LORD,  Manager 

Careful  Launderers  of  all  Washable  Materials 

50  HOWARD  STREET  Telephone  486 


THE  TEACHERS'  EXCHANGE 

OF  BOSTON 

120  BOYLSTON  STREET 
Recommends  Teachers,  Tutors  and  Schools 


ADVERTISEMENTS 


We  RIED-CRAFT  PRESS 

52  KENT  ST.,      BROOKLINE,  MASS. 


STEARNS  R.  ELLIS  ROBERT  W.  BELKNAP 

Telephone    Richmond    332 

to.  A.  3Fal?0  (Ea. 

BUTTER,  CHEESE,  EGGS  AND  POULTRY 

25  NORTH  MARKET  AND  25  CLINTON  STREETS,  BOSTON 


W/lMCI  IIP  Normal   Graduates   and    Domestic 

VV  IlNorilr  Science  Teachers  are  in 

Constant  Demand 

1  EACHERS*         6  BEACON  STREET,  BOSTON 

ALVIN   F.    PEASE,   Manager 

Long  Distance  Phone  Haymarket  1203 

SEND  FOR  FORM  AND  MANUAL 


Agency 


ADVERTISEMENTS 


David  Robertson 

_ 

Watches,  Diamonds,  Jewelry 

Framingham 
Mass. 

Slattery  Sisters 

Corset  and  Embroidery  Shop 

Corsets  $1.00 

and  up 

The 
HALLMARK 

Fitted  Free  of  Charge 

I                                                    Store 

COMPLIMENTS  OF 

|              Class  of  1921 

ADVERTISEMENTS 


COMPLIMENTS  OF 

J.  J.  Ahearn 

FRAMINGHAM 


Bates  &  Holdsworth 
Company 

FOR 

Stationery 

Waterman's    Fountain    Pens 

Cards  and   Booklets 
of  all  kinds 

School  Supplies 

BATES  &  HOLDSWORTH  CO 
122  Concord  Street 


Why  wait? 


QUICK,  SURE,  COMFORTABLE  SERVICE 


BETWEEN 

Framingham  Centre 

AND 

Boston,  Worcester  and    Local    Points 


BOSTON  &  WORCESTER 
TROLLEY  AIR  LINE 


ADVERTISEMENTS 


Beef 

Lamb 

Veal 

Pork 

Poultry 

Etc. 


27-31 

FANEUIL  HALL, 
MARKET 


Hotel 

Club 

Institution 

and 

Ship 

Supplies 


The  Fisk  Teachers'  Agencies 

Boston,  Mass.,  2-A  Park  St.  Chicago,  111.,  28  E.  Jackson  Blvd. 

New  York,  N.  Y.,   156  Fifth  Ave.     Denver,  Col.,  317  Masonic  Temple 
Pittsburgh,  Pa.,  549  Union  Arcade      Portland,  Ore.,  509  Journal  Bldg. 
Birmingham,  Ala.,  809  Title  Bldg.      Berkeley,  Cal.,  2161  Shattuck  Ave. 
Los  Angeles,  Cal.,  510  Spring  St. 

Send  for  circular  and  registration  form  free 


COMPLIMENTS  OF 


W.  S.  CALDWELL  &  SON 

FRAMINGHAM  CENTRE 

Groceries 


ADVERTISEMENTS 


MR.  AND  MRS.  COKELL 

THANK 

THE  SENIOR  CLASS 

FOR  THEIR 

GENEROUS  PATRONAGE 


THE   COKELL  STUDIO 

FRAMINGHAM,  MASS. 


ADVERTISEMENTS 


WOULD 'NT   YOU 

LIKE  A  GOOD 
FOUNTAIN    PEN? 

Fay  Has  It 


CONKLIN 


O^JtimtrfJci0eri> 


Flowers     Telegraphed     Any- 
where at  any  time 

S.  J.  Goddard 

MAIN  STREET 
Framingham    Centre,    Mass. 


tkeBe;t 


ICHANDI2MARBERG 


I24  SUMMER  5*   BOSTON. 


"tools^F 


COME  TO 

THE  WOMAN'S  SHOP 

FOR  THE 

LA  RESISTA  CORSET  DE  BEVOISE  BRASSIERE 

and  FITRITE  WAISTS 

12  Concord  Square  MRS.  KANE 


ADVERTISEMENTS 

i 

JOSEPH  L.  NEWTON,  Pres.  W.  MUNROE  HILL,  Treas. 

ALLEN  E.  NEWTON,  Vice-Pres.  FRED  S.  CARD,  Sec'y. 


SHATTUCK  &  JONES 

INCORPORATED 

Fish  of  All  Kinds 

128  FANEUIL  HALL  MARKET,  BOSTON 


COMPLIMENTS  OF 


Class  of  1920 


tors 
JSrs 


603  Massachusetts  Avenue 
Boston 


Phone   Back    Bay    7309-M 


Anything  in  the 
Printing  Art 


We  Specialize  in  School  Publications 
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